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A SHABBY GEKTEEL STORY. 



CHAPTER I. 

At that remarkable period when Louis XVIII. was re- 
stored a second time to the throne of his fathers, and 
all the English who had money or leisure rushed over 
to the Continent, there hved in a certain boarding-house 
at BruBsela a genf«el young widow, who bore the ele- 
gant name of Mrs. Wellesley Macarty. 

In the same house and room with the widow lived 
her mamma, a lady who was called Mre, Crabb. Both 
professed to be rather fashionable people. The Crabbs 
were of a very old English stock; and the Macartys 
were, as the world knows, county Cork peopie, related 
to the Sheenys, Finnigans, Clancys, and other distin- 
guished femilira in their part of Ireland. But Ensign 
"Wellesley Mac, not having a shilling, ran off with Miss 
Crabb, who possessed the same independence ; aad 
after having been married about six months to the Indy, 
was carried off suddenly, on the 18 th of June, 1815, by 
a disease very prevalent in those glorious times — the 
fatal cannon-shot morbus. He, and many hundred 
young feUowB of his regiment, the ClonaMlty Fenrablee, 
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were attacked by this epidemic on the same day, at a 
place about ten miles from Brussels, and there peiished. 
The ensign's lady had accompanied her husband to tlie 
Continent, and about five months after his death brought 
into the world two remarli.a1"ly fine female children. 

Mrs. Wellcsley's mother h-^d been TPconciled to her 
daughter by this time, — foi m truth Mrs. Crabb had 
no other child but her lunawij Tulnna to whom she 
fiew *hen she heaid of her destitute rendition. And, 
indeed, it was high time that somp one should come to 
the young widow's aid; tor as her husband did not 
leave money, nor any thing that represented money, 
except a number of tailors' and boofrmahers' bills, 
neatly docketed in his wii ting-desk, Mib. Wellesley was 
in danger of starvation, should no friendly person assist 
her. 

Mrs. Crabb, then, came off to her daughter, whom 
the Sheenys, Finnigans, and Clancys, refused, with one 
scornful voice, to assist. The fact is, that Mr, Crabb 
had once been butler to a lord, and bis lady a lady's 
maid ; and at Crabb's deatli, Mrs. Crabb disposed of the 
Ram hotel and posting-house, where her husband had 
made three thousand pounds, and was living in genteel 
ease in a eoimfry town, when Ensign Macarty came, 
saw, and run away with Juliana. Of such a connexion, 
it was impossible that the great Clancys and Finnigans 
could take notice ; and so once more widow Crabb was 
compelled to share with her daughter her small income 
of a hundred and twenty a-year. 

Upon this, at a boaj'ding-house in Brussels, the two 
managed to live pretty smartly, and to maintain an 
honourable reputation. The twins were put out, after 
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tte foreign fashion, to nurse, at a yillags in the ndgh- 
bourhood ; for Mrs. Maearty liad been too ill to nurse 
them ; and Mi's. Crabb could not afford to purchase 
that most expensive article, a private wet-nuiae. 

There had been numberless IJfFs and quarrels be- 
tween mother and daughter when the latter was in her 
niMden state ; and Mrs. Crabb was, to tell the truth, in 
nowise soiry when her Jooly disappeared witli the en- 
sign,-— for the old lady dearly loved a gentleman, and 
was not a little flattered at being the mother to Mrs. 
Ensign Ma^arty. Why tho ensign should have run 
away with his lady at all, as he might have had her for 
the asking, is no business of ours ; nor are we going to 
rake up old stories and village scandals which insin- 
uate that Miss Crabb ran away with Mm, for with these 
points the writer and the reader have nothing to do. 

Well, then, the reconciled mother and daughter 
lived once more together, at Brussels, In tlie course 
of a year, Mrs. Macarty's sorrow had much abated ; and 
having a gi'eat natural love of dress, and a tolerably 
handsome face and person, she was induced, without 
much reluctance, to throw her weeds aside, and to ap- 
pear in the most becoming and varied costumes which 
her means and ingenuity conld furnish. Considering, 
indeed, thesmailness of the former, it was agreed on all 
hands that Mrs. Crabb and her daughter deserved won- 
derful credit, — that is, they managed to keep up as 
respectable an appearance as if they had five hundred 
a-year ; and at church, at tea-parties, and abroad in the 
sti'eets, to be what is called quite tlie gentlewomen. If 
they starved at home, nobody saw it ; if they patched 
and pieced, nobody (it was to be hoped) knew it ; if 
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they bragged about their relations and property, could 
any one say them nay ? Thus they lived, hanging on 
with desperate energy to the skirfa of genleei society; 
Mrs. Crahb, a sharp woman, rather respected her 
daughter's superior rank ; and Mrs. Maearty did not 
quarrel so mucli as heretofore with her mamma, on 
whom herself and her two children were entirely de- 
pendent. 

While affairs were at this juncture, it happened 
that a young Englishman, Jam^ Gann, Esq., of the 
great oil-house of Gann, Blubbery and Gann (as he took 
cars to tell you before you had been au hour in his com- 
pany), — it happened, I say, that James Gann, Esq^ 
came to Brussels for a month, for the purpose of per- 
fecting himself in the French language; and while in 
that capital went to lodge at the very boarding-house 
which contained Mi's. Crabb and ter (laughter. Gann 
was young, weak, inflammable ; he saw and adored Mrs. 
"WeUesley Maearty ; and she, who was at this period 
all but engaged to a stout, old, wooden-legged Scotch 
regimental surgeon, pitilessly sent Dr. M'Lint about his 
buMnesa, and accepted the addresses of Mr. Gann. How 
the young man aiTanged matters with his papa, the 
senior partner, I don't know ; but it is certain that 
there was a quarrel, and afterwards a reconeihation ; 
and it is also known that James Gann fought a duel 
with the surgeon, — receiving the jEscuIapian fire, and 
discharging his own bullet into the azure skies. About 
nine thousand times, in the course of his after-years, 
did Mr. Gann narrate the history of tie combat ; it en- 
abled him to go through life with the reputation of a 
man of courage, and won for him, as he said with pride, 
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A SHABBY GENTEBL STORY, 18 

the hand of his JiJiaiift : perhaps thia was rather a 
questionable benefit. 

One part of the tale, however, honest James never 
did dare to tell, except when peculiarly exdted hy 
wrath or liquor; it was tbis : that on the day after the 
wedding, and in the presence of many firiends who had 
come to offer their congratulations, a stout nurse, bear- 
ing a brace of chubby little on^ made her appearance ; 
and these rosy nrchins, springing forward at the sight 
of Mr. James Gann, shouted, affectionately, " Matimn ! 
MamanP' at which the lady, blushing rcey red, said, 
" James, iJieae two are yours;" and poor James well 
nigh tainted at this sudden paternity so put upon him. 
"Children!" screamed he, aghast; "whose children?' 
at which Mrs. Orabb, majestically cheeking him said, 
"These, my dear James, are tie daughter of the gal- 
lant and good Ensign Macarty, whose widow you 
yesterday led to the aitar. May you be happy with 
her, and may these blessed children (tears) find in you 
a &ther, who shall replace him that fell in the field of 
glory !" 

Mrs. Crabb, Mrs. James Gann, Mrs. Major Lolly, 
Mrs. Piffler, and several ladies present, set up a sob 
immediately ; and James Gann, a good-humoured, soft- 
hearted man, was quite taken ahaclc. Kissing his lady 
hurriedly, he vowed that te would take care of the 
poor little things ; and proposed to kiss them likewise ; 
which caress the darlings refused with many roars. 
Gann's fate was sealed from that minute ; and he was 
properly henpecked by hia wife and mother-in-law 
during the life of the latter. Indeed, it was to Mrs. 
Crabb that the stratagem of the infent conce^dment was 
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due; for wliea her daughter innoeently proposed to 
have or to see the children, the old lady strongly point- 
ed out the folly of such an an'angement, which might, 
perhaps, frighten away Mr. Gann from the delightful 
matrimonial trap into which (lucky rogue !) he was 
about to fall. 

Soon after tie marriage, the happy pair returned to 
England, occupying the house in Thames Street, city, 
imtil the death of Gann, senior; when his son, becom- 
ing head of the firm of Gann and Blubbery, quitted the 
dismal precincts of Billmgsgate and colonised Ir the 
neighbourhood of Putney ; where a neat box, a couple 
of spare bed-rooms, a good cellar, and a smart gig to 
drive iato and out from town, made a real gentleman 
of him. Mrs, Gann ti'eated him with much scorn, to 
he sure, called him a sot, and abused hugely the male 
companions that he hi-ought down with him to Putney. 
Honest James would listen meetly, would yield, and 
would bring down a brace more fidends the next day, 
with whom he would discuss his accustomed number of 
bottles of port. About this period, a daughter was bom 
to him, called Caroline Brandenburg Gann ; so named 
after a large yellow mansion near Hammersmith, and 
an injured queen who lived there at the time ofthe 
little gill's bu'th, and who was greatly compassioned 
and patronised by Mrs. James Gann, and other ladies 
of distinction Mrs. James was a lady in those days, 
and gave evening parties of the veiy first order. 

At this period of time, Mrs, James Gann sent the 
twins, Eosalind Clancy and Isabella Finnigan Welles- 
ley Macarty, to a boarding-school for young ladies, and 
grumbled much at the amount of the half-year's bill 
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which her h ban 1 wt called upon to pay for them ; for 
though. Jimes ilia hiigf i them with perfect good hu- 
mour, Lis lady began to entertain a mean opinion in- 
deed of hei pretty young children. They could expect 
no fortune, she said, from Mr. Gann, and she wondered 
that ha should think of biinging them up espenaively, 
when he had a darling child of his own, for whom he 
was bound to save all the money that he could lay by. 

Grandmamma, too, doted on the little CaroJine 
Ecandenburgh, and vowed that she would leave her 
three thousand pounds to this dear infant ; for in thia 
way does the world show its respect for that most re- 
spectable thing prosperity. Who in this life get the 
smiles, and the acta of friendship, and the pleasing lega- 
cies 3 — The rich. And I do, for my part, heartily wish 
that some one would leave me a trifle — say twenty 
thousand pounds— being perfectly confident that some 
one else would leave me more ; and that I should sink 
into my grave worth a phim at least. 

Little Caroline then had her maid, her airy nursery, 
her little caniage to drive in, the promise of her grand- 
mamma's consols, and tiat priceless treasure — her 
mamma's undivided affection. Gann, too, loved her 
sincerely, in his careless, good-humoured way ; but he 
determined, notwithstanding, that his step-daughters 
should have something handsome at his death, but — 
but for a great Bd^. 

Gann and Blubbery were in the oil line, — have we 
not said so 1 Their profits arose from conti'acte for 
lighting a great number of streets in London ; and 
about this period Gas came into use. Gann and Blub- 
bery appeared in the Gaxetle ; and, I am sorry to say, 
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so bad had been the managHment of Biuhberj,— so 
great the extravagance of both partners and their la- 
dies, — that they only pdd their creditors fouitoen pence 
hal^enny in the pound. 

When Mrs. Crabb lieard of this dreadful accident — 
Mrs, Crabb, who dined thrice a-week with her son-in- 
law ; who never would have been allowed to enter the 
house at all had not honest James interposed his good 
nature between her quarrelsome daughtei' and hersef— 
Mrs. Crabb, I say, pi'oclaimed James Gann to be a 
swindler, a villain, a disreputable, tipsy, vulgar man, 
and made over her money to the Misses Rosalind Clan- 
cy and Isabella Sheeny Macavty ; leaving poor little 
Caroline without one single maravedi. Half of 1500 
pounds allotted to each waa to he ptud at marriage, the 
other half on the death of Mrs. James Gann, who was 
to enjoy the interest thereof. Thus do we rise and fell 
in this world — thus does Fortune shake her swift wings, 
and bid us abruptly to resign the gifts (or rather loans) 
which we have had from her. 

How Gann and his iamOy lived after their stroke of 
misfortune, I know not ; but as the ftdling tradesman is 
going through the proce^ of bankruptcy, and for some 
months afterwards, it may be remarked, that he ha** 
usually some mysterious means of subsistence — stray 
spars of the wreck of his property, on which he man- 
ages to seize, and to float for a while. During his re- 
tirement, in an obscure lodging in Lambeth, where the 
poor fellow was so tormented by his wife aa to be com- 
pelled to fly to the public-house for refuge, Mis, Crabb 
died ; a hundred a-year thus came into the possession 
of Mrs. Gann ; and some of James's fiiends, who 
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thought him a good fellow ia his prosperity, came for- 
ward, and furnished a house, in which they placed him, 
and came to see and comfort him. Then they came to 
see him not quite so often ; then they found out that 
Mrs. Gacn was a sad tyrant, and a silly woman ; tlien 
the ladies declared her to he insupportable, and Gcam 
to be a low, ti'psy fellow : and the gentlemen could but 
shake their Leads, and admit that the charge was true. 
Then they left; off coming to see him altogether ; for 
such is the way of the world, where many of us have 
good impulses, and are generous on an occasion, but 
are wearied by perpetual want, and begin to grow an- 
gry at Its importunities— being very properly vexed at 
the daily recurrence of hunger, and the impudent un- 
reasonableness of starvation. Gann, then, had a gen- 
teel wife and children, a furnished house, and a hun- 
dred pounds a-year. How should ho live ! The wife 
of James Gann, Esq., would never allow him to demean 
himself by taking a clerk's place ; and James himself, 
being as idle a fellow as ever was known, was fain to 
acquiesce in this determination of hers, and to wait for 
some more genteel employment And a curious list of 
such genteel employments might be made out, were 
one inclined to follow this interesting subject far ; shab- 
by compromises witli the world, into which poor fel- 
lows enter, and still fondly talk of their " position," and 
strive to ima^ne that they are really working for (heir 
btead^ 

Numberless lod^ng-honses are kept by the fe- 
males of femilies who have met with reverses i are not 
"boarding-houses, with a select musical society, in the 
neighbourhood of the squares," maintained by such S 
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Do not the gentlemen of tte boarding houses issue 
fortb evei3 morning to the ut>, or make believe to go 
thither, on ^lome myst«noun bniineas ■which the) hive 1 
After 1 certim penod, Mtt. Jimes Gann kept a lodg- 
ing-house (m her own words received "tivo inmates 
into her femilj ) ind Mr Gann had his mjsf^rioua 



In the year 1835, when this story begins, there 
stood in a certain back street in the town of Mai^ale a 
house, on the door of which might be read in gleaming 
brass the name of Mr. GtAnu. It was the work of a 
single smutty servant-maid to clean this brass plate 
eveiy morning, and to attend as far as possible to the 
wants of Mr. Gann, his family, and lodgers ; and his 
house being not very far from the sea, and as you 
might, by climbing up to the roof, get a sight between 
two chimneys of that multitudinous element, Mrs. Gann 
set down her lodgings as fashionable; and declared on 
her cards that her house commanded " a fine view of 
the sea." 

On the wire window-blind of the parlour was writ- 
ten, in large chai'acters, the word Office ; and here it 
was that Gann's services came into play. He was very 
much changed, poor fellow ! and humbled ; and from 
two cards that hung outside the blind, I am led to be- 
lieve that he did not disdmn to be agent to the " Lon- 
don and Jamaica Ginger-Beer Company," and also for 
a certain preparation called "Gaster's Infants' Farinacio, 
or Mothers' Invigorating Substitute," — a damp, black, 
mouldy, half-pound packet of which stood in perma- 
nence at one end of the "office" mantelpiece ; while a 
fly-blown ginge^hee^ bottle occupied the other extremi- 



=,!., Google 



A SHABBY GEBTBBL STORY. 19 

ty, No&ing else indicated tiat this ground-floor cham- 
ber was an office, except a huge black intstand, in 
which stood a stumpy pen, richly crusted with ink at 
the nib, and to all appearance for many months enjoy- 
ing a sinecure. 

To thia room you saw every day, at two o clock, 
the employe from the neighbouring hotel bring two 
quarts of beer ; and if you called at that hour, a tre- 
mendous smoke, and smell of dinner, would gush out 
upon you from the "ofBce," aa you stumbled over sun- 
dry battered tin dish-eovere, which lay gaping at the 
threshold. Thus had that great bulwark of gentility, 
the dining at six o'clock, been broken in ; and the 
reader must therefore judge ihat the house of Gann 



Gann certainly was. After the ladies had retired to 
tbe back parlour (which, with yellow gauze round the 
frames, window-curtains, a red aiik cabinet piano, and 
an album, was still tolerably genteel), Gann remained, 
to ti'ansact business in the office. This took place in 
the presence of friends, and usually consisted in the pro- 
duction of a bottle of ^n from the corner'cupboard, or, 
maybap, a litre of brandy, which was given by Gann 
with a knowing wink, and a fiit finger placed on a 
twinkling red nose : when Mrs. G. was out, Jamra 
would also produce a number of pipes, that gave this 
room a constant and agreeable odour of ahag-tobacco. 

In tact, Mr, Gann had nothing to do from mom 
ing til! night. He was now a fat, bald-headed man, of 
fifty; a dirty dandy on week-days, with a shawl waist- 
coat, a tuft of hair to his great double chin, a snufiy 
•hirt-frill, and enPfD^pus breMtrpin and seals : he had a 
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one of tto Deal and Dovei' coaches, and was sure to be 
witness to tie amval or departure of several of them iCi 
the course of the day ; he had a word for the hostler 
about "that gi'ey mare," a nod for the "shooter" or 
guard, and a bow for the dragsman ; he conld send 
parcels for nothing up to town ; had twice had Sir Rum- 
ble Tumble (tlie noble driver of the Flash-o'-lightning- 
light-four-inside-post^coaeh) " up at his place," and took 
care to tell you that some of the party were pi-etty con- 
siderably " sewn up," too. He did not frequent the 
laige hotels ; but in revenge he knew every person who 
entered or left them ; and was a gi'eat man at the Bag 
of Nails and the Magpie and Punchbowl, where he was 
president of a club ; he f«ok the bass in " Mynheer Van 
Dunk," "the Wolf," and many other morsels of con- 
certed song, and used to go backwards and forwards to 
London in the steamers as often as ever he liked, and 
have his "gi-ub," too, on board. Such was James 
Gann. Many people, when they wrote to him, ad- 
dre^ed him James Gann, Esq. 

His reverses and former splendours afforded a never- 
failing theme of conversation to honest Gann and the 
whole of his family ; and it may ba remarked, that such 
pecuniary misfortunes, as they are called, are by no 
means misfortiines to people of certajii dis].>Dsitions, but 
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actual piecus of good luck. Gani!, for instance, usecl to 
drink liberally of port and claret, when tlie touse of 
Gami and Blubbery was in existence, and was hence- 
forth compelled to imbibe only brandy and gin. Now 
be loved these a thousand times more than the wine ; 
and had the advantage of talking about the latter, and 
of his great merit in giving them up. In those pros- 
perous days, too, being a gentleman, ho could not fi'e- 
quent the pubhc-honse as he did at present ; and the 
sanded tavern-parlour was Gann'a supreme enjoyment. 
He was obliged to spend many hoiu's daily in a dai'k 
unsavoury room in an alley off Thames Street; and 
Gann hated books and business, except of other peo- 
ple's. His tastes were low ; he loved public-house 
jokes and company; and now being fallen, was voted 
at the Bag of Nails and the Magpie before-mentioned a 
tip-top fellow and real gentleman, whereas he had been 
considered an ordinary vulgar man by his fashionable 
associates at Putney. Many men are there who are 
made to fall, and to "profit by the tumble. 
As for Mrs. G., or Jooly as she was 
called by her husband, she, too, had gained by her 
losses. She bragged of her former acquaintances in the 
most extraordinary way, and to hear her you would 
fancy that she was known and connected to half the 
peerage. Her chief occupation was taking medicine, 
and mending and altering of her gowns. She had a 
huge taste for cheap finery, loved raffles, tea-parties, and 
walks on the pier, where she flaunted heraelf and 
daughters as gay as butterflies. She stood upon her 
rank, did not fail to tell her lodgere that she was " a 
gentlewoman," and was mighty sharp with Becky the 
maid, and poor Carry, her youngest child. 
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For the IJde of affection had turned now, and the 
" Misses Wellesley Macarty" were the darhngs of their 
mother's heart, as Caroline had been in the early days 
of Putney prosperity, Mia. Gann respected and loved 
her elder daughters, the stately heiresses of fifteen hun- 
dred pounds, and scorned poor Caroline, who was like- 
wise scorned (like Cinderella in the sweetest of all sto- 
ries) by her brace of haughty, thoughtless sisters. 
These young women were tall, well-grown, hlack- 
browed girls, little scrupulous, fond of fun, and having 
great health and spirits. Caroline was pale and thin, 
and Lad iair hair and meek grey eyes ; nobody thought 
her a beauty in her moping cotton gown ; whereas the 
sisters, ia flaunting piinted muslins, with pink scarft, 
and artifidal flowers, and br^s femmieres and other 
fellals, were voted very charming and genteel by the 
Ganns' circle of friends. They had pink cheeks, white 
shoulders, and many glossy curls stuck about tlieir 
shining foreheads, as damp and as black as leeches. 
Such charms, madsvm, cannot feil of having their effect ; 
and it was very lucky for Caroline that she did not 
possess them, for she might have been rendered as vain, 
frivolous, and vulgar, as these young ladies were. 

"While these enjoyed their pleasures and tea-parties 
abroad, it was Carry's usual iate to remain at home, and 
help the servant in the many duties which were required 
ia Mrs, Gann's establishment. She dressed that lady 
and her sisters, brought her papa his tea in bed, kept 
the lodgers' bells, bore their scoldings, if they were la- 
dies, and sometimes gave a hand in the kitchen if any 
extra pie-crust or cookery was required. At two she 
made a little toilet for dinner, and was employed on 
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;s household damings and mending in the long 
, while her sistera giggled over the jingling 
piano, mamina sprawled on the sofa, and Gann was 
over his glass at the elub. A weaiy lot, in sooth, was 
youTs, poor little CaroEne! since the days of your in- 
fancy, not one hour of sunshine, no friendship, no cheery 
play-fellows, no mothei''s love; but that being dead, the 
affections which would have crept round it, withered 
anij died too. Only James Gann, of all the household, 
had a good-natured look for her, and a coarse word of 
kindness ; nor, indeed, did Caroline complain, nor shed 
many tears, nor call for death, as she would if she had 
been brought up in genteeler circles. The poor thing 
did not know her own situation; her misery was dumb 
and patient ; it is such aa thousands and thousands of 
women in our society bear, and pine, and die of; made 
up of sums of small tyrannies, and long indifference, 
and bitter wearisome injustice, more dreadful to bear 
than any tortures that we of the stronger sex are pleased 
to cry AH AT! about. In our intercourse with the 
world (which is conducted with that kind of cordiality 
that we see in Sir Hany and my lady in a comedy — a 
couple of painted, grinning fools, talking parts that they 
have learned out of a book) ; as we sit and look at the 
smiling actora, we get a glimpse behind the scenes, from 
time to time, and alas for the wretched nature that ap- 
peal's there ! — among women especially, who deceive 
even more than men, having more to hide, feeling 
more, living more than we who have our business, 
pleasure, ambition, which carries us abroad. Ours are 
the great strokes of misfortune, as they are called, and 
theirs the small miseries, "While the male thinks, la- 
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bours, and battles without, the domestic woes and 
WTongB are the lot of the women ; and the little ilia are 
M) had, so iDflnitely fiercer and bitterer than the great, 
that I would not cliange my condition — no, not to he 
Helen, Queen Elizabeth, Mrs. Coutts, or tlio luckiest she 
ax history. 

Well, t!ien, in the manner we have described lived 
tie Gann iamily. Mr. Gann all the better for his " mis- 
fortunes," Mi-8. Gann little the worse; the two young 
ladies greatly improved by the circumstance, having 
been cast thei'eby into a society where their expected 
two thousand pounds made great hcire-ses of them; 
and poor Caroline, as luckless a bemg as any that the 
wide sun stone upon. Better to be alone in the world 
and utterly friendless, than to have sham Mends and no 
sympathy ; ties of kindred which bind one as it were to 
the corpse of relationship, and oblige one to bear 
through life the weight and the embraces of this lifeless, 
cold connexion. 

I do not mean to say that Caroline would ever have 
made use of this metaphor, or suspected tbat her con- 
nexion with her mamma and sisters was any thing so 
loafhsome. She only felt that she was ill-treated, and 
had no companion ; but was not on that account envi- 
ous, only humble and depressed, not desiring so much 
to resist as to bear injustioe, and hardly Tentuiing to 
think for herself. This tyi'anny and humility served 
her in place of education, and formed her manners, 
which were wonderfully genfJe and calm. It was 
strange to see such a person growing up in such aiam- 
Cy ; the neighbours spoke of her with much scornful 
compassion. "A poor half-witted thing," they s^d, 
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" who could not say bo to a goose ;" and I think Jt ia 
one goo<l test of gentility lo be thus looked down on by 
vulgar people. 

It is not to be supposed that the elder girls had 
I'eacbed their present age without receiving a number 
of offers of marriage, and being ■warmly in love a great 
many times. But many unfortunate occuirences had 
compelled them to remain in their virgin condition. 
There was an attomej- who had proposed to Rosalind ; 
but finding that she would receive only 750/. down, in- 
stead of 1500?., the monster had jilted her pitilessly, 
handsome as she was. An apothecary, too, had been 
smitten by her charms ; but to live in a shop was be- 
neath the dignity of a Weliealey-Macarty, and she 
waited for better things. Lieutenant Swabber of the 
coast-guard service, had lodged two months at Gann's ; 
and if lettei^ long walks, and town-talk could settle a 
matcli, a match between him and Isabella, must have 
taken place. Well, ^abella was not married ; and the 
lieutenant, a colonel in Spain, seemed to have given up 
all thoughts of her. She meanwhile consoled herself 
with a gay young wine-merchant, who had lately es- 
tablished himself at Brighton, kept a gig, rode out with 
the hounds, and was voted perfectly genteel ; and there 
was a certain French marquess, with the most elegant 
black mastachios, who had made a vast impression up- 
on the heart of Rosalind, having met her first at the 
circulating library, and afterwards, by the most estraor- 
dinary series of chances, coming upon her and her sister 
daily in their walks upon the pier. 

Meek little Caroline, meanwhile, trampled upon 
though she was, was springing up to womaiihood ; and 
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though pale, freckled, thin, meanly dressed, had a cflr- 
taia charm about her which some people might prefer 
to the cheap splendours and rude red and white of fhe 
Misses Macarty, In fact we have now come to a period 
of her history when, to the amaze of her mamma and 
sisters, and not a little t« the satisfaction of James 
GanD, Enquire, she actually inspired a passion in the 
breast of a very respectable young man. 



CHAPTER ir. 



It "was the winter season when the events recorded 
in this history occurred ; and as at that period not one 
out of a thousand lodging-houses in Margate are let, 
Mrs. Gann, who generally submitted to occupy her own 
first and second floors during this cheerless season, con- 
sidered herself more than ordinarily lucty when drcum 
stances occur ed wh eh h oug! t no less thai t vo lodg 
ers to her est bl al mont 

She Ltd to tl a t he li ghte b fo the ii t n 
nate for as tl ese two yo ng la 1 es we e v Ik go e 
lay down fheu' own t eet tolkm^ of fhe joys of the 
1 t sea«n and tl e del ght of the affles and s ng ng 
t the I bra les a 1 tl e ntot cat ng pi asu es of the 
Vauxl all ball ihey were rema I ed an! ev dently ad 
red by a vo no ge tie in I o as sa t git 
Ittjsly ] tl st eet 

H lael ud Ifl le 1 tl it tl f 
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Bating girls stared too, and put each other's head into 
each other's bonnet, and ^ggted and said, " Lor !" and 
then looked hard at the young gentleioan again. Their 
eyi» were black, their cheeks were very red. Fancy 
how Miss Bella's and Miss Linda's hearts beat when the 
gentleman, dropping bis glass oat of his eye, actually 
stepped across the sti'eet, and said, " Ladies, I am seek- 
ing for lodgings, and should be glad to look at those 
which I see are to let in your house." 

" How did the conjurer know it was our house !" 
thought Bella and Linda (they always thought in 
couples), — fi'om the veiy simple fact that Miss Bella 
had just thrust into tlie door a latch-key. 

Most bitterly did Mrs. Janies Gann regret that she 
had not on her best gown when a stranger — a stranger 
in Februaiy — actually called to look at the lodgings. 
She made up, however, for the slovenliness of her drees 
hy the dignity of her demeanour ; and asked the gen- 
tleman for references, informed him that she was a gen- 
tlewoman, and that he would have peculiar advantages 
in her establishment; and, finally, agreed to receive 
him at the rate of twenty shillicgs per week. The 
bright eyes of tbe young ladies had done the business ; 
but to this day Mrs. James Gann is convinced that her 
peculiar dignity of manner, and great fluency of brag 
regarding her family, have been the means of bringing 
hundreds of lodgers to her house, who but for her 
would never have visited it. 

" Gents," said Mr, James Gann at the Bag of !Nails 
that very evening, " we Lave got a new lodgei', and Pll 
stand glasses round to his jolly good health !" 

The new lodger, who was remarkable for nothing 



=,!., Google 



except very black eyes, a sallow face, and a habit of 
smoking segare in bed until noon, gave his name 
George Brandon, Esq. As to his temper and liabits, 
whea humbly requested by Mrs. Gann to pay in ad- 
vance, be laughed and presented ber with a bank-note, 
never quarrelled with a single item in her bills, -walked 
much, and ate two muttonKihops per diem. The young 
ladies, who examined all the boxes and letters of the 
lodgers, as young ladies will, could not find one single 
document relative to their new inmate, except a tavei'n- 
bill of the Albion, to which the name of George Bran- 
don, Esquire, was prefixed. Any other papei's which 
might elucidate his histoiy, were locked up in aBmuiah. 
box, likewise mfa-ked G, B. ; and though these were 
but unsatisfactory points by which to judge a man's 
character, there was a something about Mr. Brandon 
which caused all the ladies at Mrs. Gann's to vote he 
was quite a gentleman. 

When this was the case, I am happy to say it 
would not nnfrequently happen that Miss Rosalind or 
Miss Isabella would appear in tJie lodger's apartments, 
bearing in the breaktist-cloth, or blushingly appealing 
with the weekly bill, apologising for mamma's absence, 
" and hoping that every thing was to the gentleman's 

Both the Misses Wellesley Macarty took occasion 
to visit Mr, Brandon in this manner ; and be received 
both with such a fascinating ease and gentlemanlike 
fieedom of manner, scanning their points from head to 
foot, and fixing his great black eyes so earnestly in 
their faces, that the blushing creatures turned away 
abashed, and yet pleased, and had many conversations 
about bim. 
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" Law, Bell," said Miss Rosalind, " ivbat a chap 
that Brandon is ! I don't half like him, I do declai'e !' 
Than which there can be no greater compliment from a 
woman to a man. 

"No move do I neither," saj^ Bell. "The man 
stares so, and says such things ! Just now, wlien Becky 
brought his papei' and sealiug-wax — the silly girl 
brought black and red too — I took them up to ask 
which be would have, and what do you think he 
aaidr 

"Well, dear, what T' said Mrs. Gann. 

"Miss Bell," says he, looking at me, and with such, 
eyes ! " Fll keep every thing ; the red wax, because 
it's like your lips; the black wax, because it's like your 
hair ; and the satin paper, because it's like your skin ! 
Wasn't it genteel !" 

" Law, now I" exclaimed Mre. Gann, 

" Upon my word, I think it's very rude !" said Mias 
Lindy ; "and if he'd have said so to me, I'd have 
slapped his face for his imperence !" And much to her 
credit, Miss Lindy went to his room ten minutes after 
to see if he would say any thing to her. What Mr. 
Brandon said, I never knew ; but tie little pang of 
envy which had caused Miss Lindy tf> retort sLai'ply 
upon her sister, had given place to a pleased good-hu- 
mour, and she allowed Bella to talk about the new 
lodger aa much as ever she liked. 

And now if the reader is ansious to know what 
was Mr. Brandon's character, he had better read the 
following letter from him. It was addressed to no leas 
a person than a viscount ; and given, perhaps, with 
some little ostentation to Becky, the maid, to carry to the 
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post. Now Becky, before she executed such errands, 
always showed tte letters to her mistreaa or one of the 
young ladies (i M Caro- 

line was a whit h hcv 

Bistew) ; and wh h d h m Lord 

Viscount Cinqb p p rs np h espect 



for their lodgei li 



" My deab V F ming 

down to Margate th ora ed >le of 

(ha Wliite Hact tha m as B bear 

that bonuurable Ua g F th same 

reason (I am a m es im fo good 

in Eficret), I left h mm new 

housed in privat g g ^ . p e. I 

am here, Ihank Heaven, quite alone, Eobinson Crusoe bud as 
much society in liis island, as I in this of Thanet, In com- 
pensation I sleep a great deal, do nothing, and walk much, ei- 
lent, by the side of the roaring sea, lihe CalcJias, priest of 
Apollo. 

" The fiict ia, that until papa's wrath is appeased, I must live 
with the utmost meekness and humility, and have barely enough 
money in my posse ' t pay au J ni 11 urr t p 
fall on me lier9 wh I g rs i d t doe 

not exist, I p y ) th f t II M % pao 1 
tailor, Mr. Jack thltkhes 1 onh 

disooucter of bill d 11 1 f d L 1 an 1 O 
ford as may mak mq m t tl t I am t Ih ry 

moment at the e ty f M h S f m hi h I h 11 

not return until my mamage with Mies Qoldmore, the great 
Indian hehesa ; who, upon my honour, will have me, I believe, 
any day for the asking. 

" Nothing else will satisfy my honoured father I know, whose 
purse has already bled pretty freely for me. I must confeea, and 
who has taken the great oath that never is broken, to Weed do 
more unless this marriage is brought about Oome it must, I 
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" Here, to be sure, tlie cbarg 
■idificalion read my Tceek's bill :— 

■ George Brimdoii, Eaquirs, 



t Uto under a thousand a- 



'To Mrs. Jomea Gami, 



A week's lodging 

Brealdaat, cream, eggs 

Dinner (fourteen mntton-cliops) . 
Pire, boot-cleauiDg, &0. 



' Settled, Juliana Ganii.' 



"Juliana. Qannl la it not a sweet name) it epra-wlB orar 
half the paper. Oould jou but see the owner of the name, my 
dear feUow I I love to e:raminn the Riistoma of oativaa of all 
couDtiies, and upon my l?ord there are some barbarians in our 
own ; leas Iniown, and mora worthy of being known, than Hot- 
tentots, wild Irish, Otaheiteans, or aaj such sayagea. If you 
could see the drs that this woman giyea heraelf ; the rouge, 
ribands, rings, and other female gimcracts that she wears; if 
you could hear her reminiaoencea of paat limce, 'wlien she and 
Mr. Gann moved in the very genteelest di'oles of society ;' of the 
peerage, wliich she faiows by heart; and of the taahiouable 
uovels, in every word of which ahe believes, you would be 
proud of yooi' order, and admire the intense respect which the 
canaille show towards it. There never waa such an old wo- 
man, not even our tutar at Ohristchurch. 

" There is a ho Gann, a vast, bloated old man, in a rough 
coat, who has met me once, and aaked mo, with a grin, if my mut- 
twi-chops was to my liking ! The satirical monster 1 What ean 
I eat in this place bnt mutton-chops! A great bleeding beef- 
staak, or a filthy, reeking gi^ot d I'^au, with a turnip poultice ! 
I should die if I did. As for fish in a wafering-pkce, I never 



=,!., Google 



toueb it ; it is sure to bs bai Nor care I for Utile, eioewy, dry, 
blact-logged fowls. Cutlets are my ouly reeouree, I have them 
iiicelj enough broiled by s. little bumble companion of tbe fami- 
ly (a comptmion, js gods, in iJUs family 1), who bluahed hugely 
wben alio confessed that the cooting was here, and that her 
name was Caroline. For drink I indulge in giD, of which I eou- 
euice two wine gfasaes daily, in two tumblera of cold water ; it 
is tbe only liquor that one Can be sure to Hue genuine in a com- 
mon houao in England. 

" This Gann, I tate it, has similar likings, for I hear him oc 
csBiouaily at midnight floucderiag up the stairs (bis boots lie 
dirty in ite passage) — floundering, I say, up the stairs, and 
cursing the candleatick, whence escape now and anon tlie snuf- 
fers and estiDguisher, and with bi'azen rattle disturb the silence 
of the night. Tln'ice a-weck, at least, does Gann breakfast in 
bed — sure sign of pridian intoxication ; and thrice a-weck, in the 
morning, I hear a hoarse Toice roaring for ' my soda-water.' 
How long have the rogues drunk soda-water ( 

"At nine, Mrs. Gann and daughters are accustomed tobreak- 
£ist ; a handsome pair of girls, truly, and much followed, aa I 
hear, in the quarter. These dear creatures ai'e always paying 
me visits — viflils with Ihe t«ft-kettle, viats with the newspaper 
(one brings it, and one comes for it); Init the one is always at 
the other's heels, and so one cannot show oneself to be that dear, 
gay sedncing feUow that one has been, at home and on the 
Continent Do you remember «{He ehtre marquise at Pan! 
That cursed conjugal piatol-bullet still plays the deuce with my 
shoulder. Do you remember Betty Bundy, the butcher's daugh- 
ter ! A pretty race of fools are we to go mad after such wo- 
men, and risk all — oaths, prayers, promises, long wearisome 
courtshipa— fot what ) for vanity, truly. When ihe battle is 
over, behold your conquestl Betty Bundy is a vulgar country 
wench ; and ceiie belle marquiae is old, rouged, and has false 
hair. Vamiias, vanilaium ! what a moral man I will bo some 
day or other 1 

" I have found an old acquaintance (and be hanged to him t), 
who has come to lodge in this very house. Do you recoUect at 
Borne a young artist. Fitch by name, the handsome gaby with 
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the large beard, that mad Mrs. Cnrcielifergus was doublj raad 
about 1 On the second floor of Mrs, Oonn'E house diirelU this 
joufh. His beai-d brings the ffamins of tbe streets trooping Bud 
yelling about bim ; hia fine braided coata baive grown somewhat 
slmbby now ; and the poor fellow is, liba your humble aarvant 
(bj the way, have you a 600 franc billet to spare !) — like your 
humble acrvant, I aay, vet j low in pocket. The young Andrea 
beara up gaily, however ; twanglea tbe guitar, paints the worst 
pictures in the world, and pens sonnets to bis imaginary mis- 
tress's eyebrow. Luckily tlie rogue did not know my name, or 
I should have been compelled to unbosom to hira ; and when I 
called out to him, dubious as to my name, < Don't you know me ( 
I met you in Kome. My name is Brandon,' tbe pomter was per- 
fectly aatjefled, and majestically bade me welcome, 

" Fancy the continence of this yom^ Joseph — ho has abso- 
lutely run away from Mrs. Carrickfergus I ' Sir,' said he, with 
some hesitation and blushes, when I questioned him about the 
widow, ' I was compelled to leave Rome m consequence of the 
fatal fondness of that woman. I am an 'andsome man, sir — I 
know it — all the chaps in the Academy want me for a model ; 
and that woman, sir, is siriy. Do jon think I would ally my- 
self with her ; sacrifice my bappiness for the sake of a cieatnre 
that's as hngly as an 'arpy I I'd rather starve, sii'. I'd rather 
give up my hart and my 'opes of rising in it, than do a hactitai 
BO disM/f Aonorable.' 

" There is a stock of virtue for you ! and tlie poor fellow half- 
starved. He hved at Rome upon the seyen porfj ails that the 
CarrickfergQS ordered of him, and, as I fancy, now does not make 
twenty pounds in the year. O rate chastity I wondrous 
silly hopes I O motes aKimoratn, algiie certamina lattta I — pui- 
iieris exigui Jactu, in such nn insignificant fittle lump of mud aa 
this ! Why the deuce does not the fool marry the widow ! 
His betters would. There was a captain of dragoons, an Italian 
prince, and four sons of Irish peers, all at her feet ; but the 
Cockney's beard and whiskers hare overcome them all. Here 
my paper has come to an ond ; and I have the honour to bid your 
lordship a respectful farewell. 



"G. I 



2* 
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84 A SHABBY GENTEEL STORV. 

Of the young gentleman who goes by the name of 
Brandon the reader of the above letter will not he so 
misguided, we trust, as to have a very exalted opinion. 
The noble viscount read this document to a supper par- 
ty in Christchui'ch, in Oxford, and left, it in a bowl of 
milk-punoh ; whence a scout abstracted it, and handed 
it over to us. My lord was twenty years of age when 
he received the epistle ; and had spent a couple of years 
abroad, before going to the university, under the guard- 
ianship of tUe worthy iEdividual who called himself 
George Brandon. 

Mr. Brandon was the son of a half-pay colonel, of 
good family, who, honouring the great himscli^ thought 
his son would vastly benefit by an acquaintance with 
them, and sent him to Eton, at cruel charges upon a slen- 
der purse. From Eton the lad went to Oxford, took hon- 
oui's there, frequented the beat society, followed with a 
kind of proud obsequiousness all the tufts of the univer- 
sity, and left; it owing exactly two thousand pounds. 
Then there came storms at home ; fury on the part of 
the stern old "governor;" and final payments of the 
debt But while this settlement was pending. Master 
George had contracted many more debts among bill- 
discounters, and was glad to fly to the Continent as tu- 
tor to young Lord Cinqbars, in whose company- he 
learned every one of the vices in Europe ; and having 
a good natural genius, and a heart not unkindly, had 
used these qualities in such aa admirable manner as to 
be at twenty-seven utterly ruined in purse and principle 
—an idler, a spendthrift, and a glutton. He was fi'ee of 
lis money; would spend his last guinea for a sensual 
ratification; would borrow from his neediest friend; 



=,!., Google 



had no kind of conscience or remorse left, but believed 
himself to be a good-Datured devil-may-oare fellow ; had 
a good deal of wif, and indisputably good manners, and 
a pleasing, dashing frankness, in convetsation ■with 
men, I should Uks to know how many such scoun- 
drels our universities have turned out ; and how much 
ruin has been caused by that accursed system, which is 
called in England " the education of a gentleman." Go, 
ray son, for ten yeaw to a public school, that " world in 
miniature;" learn "to fight for yourself" against the 
time when your real stru^les shall begin. Begin to be 
selfish at ten years of age ; study for other ten years ; 
get a competent knowledge of boxing, swimming, row- 
ing, and ciicket, with a pretty knack of Latin hexame- 
teis, and a decent smaWering of Greek plays,— do this 
and a fond father shall bless you — bless the two thou- 
sand pounds whici lie has spent in acquiring all these 
benefits for yon. And, besides, what else have you not 
learned ! You cave been many hundreds of times ta 
chapel, and have learned to consider the religious ser- 
vice performed there as the vainest parade in the world. 
If your father is a gi^ocer, you have been beaten for bia 
sake, and have learned to be ashamed of him. Tou 
have learned to forget (as bow should you remember, 
being separated from them for three-fourths of your 
time?) the ties and natural affections of home. You 
have learned, if yon have a kindly heart and an open 
hand, to compete witb associates much more wealthy 
than yourself; and to consider money as not much, but 
honour — the honour of dining and consorting with your 
betters — as a great deal. All tbis does tlie publio- 
Bchool and college-boy learn ; and wo be to his know 
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ledge! Al h t t 1 tc 1 a d k dly- 

clingiiig 111 1 ft t n 1 ta ght to t ■ample on nd 
despise My fn nd B an 1 n had g thro h this 
process f d t on d had b n ably ned 

by it — his heait and hia honesty had been ruined by it, 
that is to say;* and ho had received, in return for them, 
a small quantity of classics and mathematics — ^pretty 
compensation for all he had lost in gaining theu ! 

But I am wandering most absurdly from the point ; 
right or wrong, so nature and education had formed 
Mr. Brandon, who is one of a considerable class. Well, 
this young gentieman was established at Mrs. Gann'a 
house ; and we are obliged to enter into all these ex- 
planations concerning him, because they are necessary 
to the right undeistacding of our story — Brandon not 
being altogether a bad man nor mudi moifp than 
many a one who goes thinigh a cour'ie tf reguhr 
selfish swindling all bis life lonj, and difci religious re- 
signed, proud of himself, and nniveiNa ly impected by 
others : for this eminent ad\ intagp his ttio getung and 
keeping seoimdrel over the e\tr<nsgint and cweles? 

One day, then, as he was gazing from the wmdow 
of his lodging-house, a evt, containing i last numhoi 

* What does tlia author mean ? We most take leave to tell 
Hm (hatthiala the oiliest sentimentalilj- m the world. If he means 
tliat a boy at a public school might leam more than Homer and 
Euclid, we agree with bim; and If he would inaiauiite that a lad 
at fl university may he led info temptationa and esoesaes which 
may ruin hia family and the whole prospects of his future Ufe, 
we agree with him too. But all this ia his own fault; ha will 
leam to be cautious afterwards. 
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of easels, portfolios, wooden-cases of pictures, and a 
small carpet-bag that might hold a change of clothes, 
stopped at the door. The vehicle was accompanied by 
a remarkable young fellow, dressed in a frock-coat cov- 
ered over with frogs, a dirty turned-down shirtr<:ollar. 
with a blue satin cravat, and a cap placed wonderfully 
oa one ear, who had evidently hired apartments at Mr. 
Gann'fl. This new lodger was no other than Mr. An- 
drew Fitch ; or, as he wrote on his oai'ds, without the 



Andrea Fitch. 



Preparations had been made at Gann's for the re- 
ception of Mr, Fitch, whose aunt (an auctioneer's lady 
in the town) had made amngements that he should 
hoard and lodge with the Gann family, and have the 
apartments on the second floor as his private rooms. 
In these, then, yoiing Andrea was installed. He was a 
youth of a poetic temperament, loving solitude; and 
where is such to be found more easily than on (he 
storm-washed shores of Margate in winter ? Then the 
boarding-house keepers have shut up their houses, and 
gone away in anguish ; then the taverns take their car- 
pets up, and you can have your choice of a hundred 
and twenty beds in any one of them ; then hut one 
dismal waiter remains to superintend this v^t echoing 
pile of loneliness, and the landlord pines for summer ; 
Uien the flies for Ramsgate stand tenantlesa beside the 
pier ; and about four sailors, in pea-jackets, are to be 
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seen in tbe thi'ee principal streets ; in the rest, silence, 
silence, closed shutters, torpid chimneys, enjoying their 
unnatural winter sinecure — not tlie clack of a patten 
echoing over tbe cold dry fi^ ! 

This solitude had been chosen by Mr. Brandon for 
good reasons of his own ; Oann and his family would 
haye fled, but that they had no other house wherein 
to take refuge ; and Mrs. Hamraerton, the auctioneer's 
lady, felt so keenly the kindness which she was doing 
to Mre. Gann, in providing her with a lod^r at such a 
period, that she considered herself fully jiistifled in ex- 
tracting from the latter a bonus of two guineas, threat- 
ening on refusal to send her darling nephew to a rival 
establishment over the way. 

Andrea was here, then, in the loneliness that ha 
loved, — a fantastic youth, who lived but for his art ; to 
whom the world was like the Coburg Theatre, and he 
in a magnificent costume acting a principal part. His 
art, and his beard and whiskers, wei'e the darlings of 
his heart. His long pale hair fell over a high polished 
brow, which looked wonderfully thoughtful ; and yet 
no man was more guiltiess of thinking. He was al- 
ways putting himself into attitudes ; he never spoke 
the truth ; and was so entirely affected and absurd, as 
to be quite honest at last : for it is my belief that the 
man did not know truth from felsehood any longer, and 
was when he was alone when he was in companv nay, 
when he was unconsci and nd a le p n ng iu 
bod, one complete lump f ff t f n Wh n hia 
apartments on the second fl a a g 3 ccord- 

ing to his fancy, they made a t m nd h w Ho 
had a lai^ Gothic chest, n wh 1 t put h w drobe 
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(namely, two velvet waistcoats, four varied satin under 
ditto, two pairs braided trousers, two shirts, half-a-dozen 
false collars, and a couple of pairs of dreadfully dilapi- 
dated Blucher boofa). He had some pieces of armour; 
some China jugs and Venetian glasses; some bits of 
old damask rags, to drape his doors and windows ; and 
a, rickety lay-figure, in a Spanish hat and cloak, over 
whicSi slung a long Toledo rapier, and a guitar, with a 
riband of dirty skyblue. 

Such was our poor fellow's stock in trade. He had 
some volumes of poems — I.<iUa Jiookk, and the sterner 
compositions of Byron r for, to do him justice, he hated 
Don Juan, and a woman was in his eyes an angel : a 
Aangel, alas ! he would call her, for nature and tie cir- 
cumstances of his family had taken sad Cockney ad- 
vantages over Andrea's pronunciation. 

The Misses Wellesley Macarty were not, however, 
very squeamish with regard to grammar, and, in this 
dull season, voted Mr. Fit«h an elegant young fellow. 
His immense beard and whiskera gave them the highest 
opinion of his genius ; and before long the intimacy 
between the young people was considerable, for Mr. 
Fitch insisted upon drawing the portraits of the whole 
family. He pmnted Mrs. Gann in her rouge and rib- 
ands, as described by Mr. Brandon ; Mr. Gann, who 
said that his picture would be very useful to tiie ai-tisf, 
as every soul in Margate knew him ; and the Misses 
Macarty (a neat group, repi'esenting Miss Bella embrac- 
ing Miss Linda, who was pointing to a pianoforte). 

"I suppose you'll do my Cany next," said Mr. 
Gann, expressing his approbation of the last picture. 

"Law, sir," said Miss Linda, " Carry, with lier red 
hair ! — it would be ojms." 
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40 A SHABDY &ENTPEL 8TORV. 

" Mr. Fitch might aa well paint Becky, our maid," 
said Miss Bella, 

" CaiTy is quite impossible, Ganii," said Mrs. Gann ; 
" she hasn't a gown fit to be seen in. Slie's not been 
at church for thirteen Sundays in consequenco." 

" And more shame for you, ma'am," said Mr. Ganti, 
who liked his child : " Carry shall have a gown, and 
the best of gowns." And jingling three-and-twenty 
shillings in his pocket, Mr. Gann determined to spend 
them all in the pnrchase of a robe for Carry. But, 
alas, the gown neyer came ; half the money was spent 
that very evening at the Bag of Nails. 

"Is that — that young lady, your daughter?" said 
Mr. Fitch, surprised, for he fancied Carry was a tumble 
companion of the family. 

" Yes, she is, and a very good daughter, too, sii'," 
answered Mr. Gann. ^^Feteh and Carry I call her, or 
else Canyvan — she's so useful : An't you. Carry V 

" I'm very glad if I am, papa," said the yoimg lady 
who was blushing violently, and in whose pi'esence all 
this conversation had been carried on. 

" Hold your tongue, miss," said her mother ; " you 
are very expensive to us, that you are, and need not 
brag about the work you do. You would not live 
OD charity, would you, like some folks (here she looked 
fiercely at Mr, Gann) ; and if your sisters and me 
starve to keep you and some folks, I pi-esume you are 
bound to make us some return." 

When any allusion was made to Mr. Gann's idle- 
ness and extravagance, or his lady showed herself in 
any way inclined to be angry, it was honest James's 
habit not to answer, but to take his hat and walk 
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abroad to the public-house ; oi' if haply slie scolded 
him at Eight, io would turn his back and fall a snor- 
ing. These were the only remedies he found for Mrs. 
James'a bad temper ; and the first of them he adopted 
on hearing these words of his lady, which we have just 
now transcribed. 

Poor Caroline had not her father's refuge of flight, 
but was obliged to stay and listen : and a wondrous 
eloquence, God wot ! had Mrs. Gann upon the subject 
of her daughter's ill condnct. The first lecture Mr. 
Fitch heard, he set down OaTOline for a monster. Was 
she not idle, sulky, scornful, ajid a sloven ? For these 
and many more of her daughtei^'s vices Mre. Gann 
vouched, declaring that Caroline's misbehaviour was 
hastening her own death, and finishing by a fainting 
fit. In the presence of all these charges, there stood 
Miss Caroline, dumb, stupid, and careless; nay, when 
the fainting-fit came on, and Mrs, Gann fell back on 
the sofa, the unfeeling girl took the opportunity to re- 
tire, and never otfered to smack her mamma's hands, 
to give her the smelling-bottle, or to restore her with a 
glass of water. 

One stood close at hand; for Mr. Fitch, when this 
first fit occurred, wm sitting in the Gann parlour, paint- 
ing that Lady's portrait ; and Le was making towards 
her with his tumbler, when Miss Linda cried out, 
■' Stop ! the water's tall of paint !" and straightway 
burst out laughing. Mrs. Gann jumped up at this, 
cured suddenly, and left the room, looking somewhat 
fooh'ah. 

"You don't know ma," said Miss Linda, still gig- 
gling; " she's (dways fainting." 
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" Poor thing 1" cried Fitch ; " very neiTons, I siip- 

" Oh, very !" answered the lady, exchanging arch 
glances with Miss Bella. 

"Pooi-, dear lady!" continued the artist; "I pity 
her from my hinmost soul. Doesn't the himmoital 
bai-d of Havon observe, how sharper than a serpent's 
tooth it is to have a thankless child } And is it true, 
ma'am, tliat that young woman has been the ruin of 
her laraily 9" 

" Ruin of her fiddlestick I" replied. Miss Bella. " Law, 
Mr. Fitch, you don't know ma yet ; she is in one of her 
tantrums." 

"Wliat, then, it isn't true!" cried simple-minded 
Fitch ; to which neither of the young ladies made any 
answer in woids : nor could the little artist compre- 
hend why they looked at each other, and burst out 
laughing. But he retired pondering on what he had 
seen and heard ; and being a very soft young fellow, 
most implicitly believed the accusations of poor dear 
Mi's. Gann, and thought her daughter Caroline was no 
better than a Began or Goneril. 

A time, however, was to come when he should be- 
lieve her to he a moat pure and gentle- Cordelia: and 
of this change in Fitch's opinions we shall speak in 
Chapter III. 



=,!., Google 



CHAP. IIL 

l SHABBY GENTEEL DINNER, AND 



Mr. Brandon's letter to Lord Cinqbars produced, as 
we have said, a great impression, upon the family of 
Gann ; 3D impression which was considerably increased 
by their lodgei-'s Eubae<]^nent behaviour: for although 
the persons with whom he now associated were of a 
very vulgar, ridiculous kind, they were by no means so 
low or ridiculous that Mr. Brandon should not wish to 
appear before them in the most advantageous light ; 
and, accordingly, he gave himself the greatest airs 
when in their company, and bragged incessantly of his 
acquaintance and familiarity with the nobihty. Mr. 
Brandon was a tufl-hunter of the genteel sort; his 
pride being quite as slavish, and his haughtinesB as 
mean and cringing, in fact, as poor Mi's. Gann's stupid 
wonder and respect for all the persons whose names are 
written with titles before them. O fj'ee and happy 
Britons, what a miserable, truckling, cringing race you 
are! 

The reader has no doubt encountered a number o 
such swaggerers in the course of his conversation with 
the world — men of a decent middle rank, who alFect to 
despise it, and herd only with persons of tlie fashion. 
This is an otfence in a man which none of ns can for- 
give ; we call him tuftrhuntei', lickspittle, sneak, un- 
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manly ; we hate, and profess to despise him, 1 fear it 
is no such thing. We envy Lickspittle, that is the fact ; 
and therefore hate him. Wei'e he to plague us with the 
stories of Jones and Brown, our familiars, the man 
would be a simple bore, his efories heard patiently ; but 
so soon as he talks of my lord or the duke, we are in 
arms against him. I have seen a whole merry party in 
Eussell Square grow suddenly gloomy and dumb, be- 
cause a pert barrister, in a loud, shrill voice, told a story 
of Lord This or the Marquess of That. We all hated 
that man ; and I would lay a wager that every one of 
the fourteen persons assembled round the boiled turkey 
and saddle of mutton (not to mention side-dishes from 
the pnstry-coot's opposite the British Museum) — I would 
wager, I say, that every one was muttering inwardly, 
"A plague on that fellow I he knows a lord, and I 
never spoke to more than three in the whole course of 
my life." To our betters we can reconcile ourselves, if 
you please, respecting them very sincerely, laughing at 
their jokes, making allowance for their stupidities, tneek- 
iy snffeiing their insolence; but we can't pardon our 
equals going beyond us. A friend of mine who lived 
amicably and happily among his fiiends and relatives at 
Hackney, was on a sudden disowned by the latter, cut 
by the former, and doomed in innumerable prophecies 
to min, because he kept a footboy,— a harmless, little 
blowsy-faced urchin, in light snuff-coloured clothes, 
glistering over with sugar-loaf buttons. There is 
another man, a great man, a literary man, whom the 
public loves, and who took a sudden leap from obscurity 
into fame and wealth. This was a crime ; but he bore 
his lise with so much modesty, that even his brethren 
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of the peu did not envy him. One luckless day he set 
up a one-horse chaise ; from that minute he was 
doomed. 

" Have you seen his ecw carriage ?' says Snarley. 

" Yes," says Yow ; " he's so consumedly proud of it, 
that he can't see his old friends while he drives." 

The fact is that our author, not much accustomed 
to the whip, is in a little flurry when he takes the reins, 
and looks at his horse's head during the whole drive. 

" Ith it a doukey-oart," lisps Simper, " thith gwand 
new cawwaige S I always thaid that the man, from hith 
thtile, wath fitted to be a vewy dethent cothter- 
monger." 

"Yes, yes," cries old Candour, " a sad pity iodeed ! 
— dreadfully extravagant, Fm told — bad health — ex- 
pensive family — works going down every day — and 
now he must set up a carriage, forsooth !" 

Snariey, Yow, Simper, Candour, hate their brother. 
If he is ruined, they will be kind to him and just ; but 
he is successful and wo be to hina ! 

This trifling digression of half a page or so, although 
itseems to have nothing to do with the story in hand, 
has, nevertheless, the strongest relation to it; and you 
shall hear what. 

In one word, then, Mr, Brandon braced so much, 
and assumed such airs of superiority, that itfter a while 
he perfectly disgusted Mrs. Gann and the Misses Macarty, 
who were gentlefolks themselves, and did not at all like 
his way of telling them that, he was their better, ■ Mr. 
Fitch was swallowed up in his hart, as he called it, and 
coi'ed nothing for Brandon's airs. Gann, being a low- 
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spirited fellow, completely submitted to Mr. Brandon, 
and looked up to him with deepest wonder. And poor 
little Caroline followed her father's faith, and in six weeks 
after Mr. Brandon's arrival at tlie lodgings had grown 
(« believe him the most pei'fect, finished, polished, agree- 
able of mankind. Indeed, the poor ^rl had never seen 
a gentleman before, and towards such her gentle heart 
turned instinctively, Brandon never offended her by 
haid words ; insulted her by cruel scorn, such as slie 
met with from her mother and her sisters ; there was a 
quiet manner about the man quite diffoiect to any that 
she had before seen amongst the acquaintances of her 
family ; and if he assumed a tone of superiority in his 
conversation with her and the rest, Caroline felt that lie 
was their superior, and as such admired and respected 

What happens when in the innocent bosom of a giri 
of sixteen such sensations arise 1 What has happened 
ever since the worid began ! 

I have said that Miss Camiine had no friend in the 
world but her father, and must here take leave to recall 
that assertion ;— a friend she most certdnly had, and 
that was honest Becky, the smutty maid, whose name 
has been mentioned before. Miss Caroline had learned, 
in the course of a life spent under the tyranny of her 
mamma, some of the notions of the latter, and would 
have been very much offended to call Becky her friend : 
but friends, in fact, they were; and a great comfort it 
was for Caroline to descend t« the calm kitchoa from 
the stormy baek-pariour, and there vent some of licr little 
woes to the compassionate servant of all work. 

When MlB, Oaim went out with her daughters, Becky 
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would take Ler work and come and keep Miss Caroline 
company; and, if the ti'uth must be told, the gi'eatest 
enjoyment the pair used to have was in these afternoons, 
when they read together out of the precious greasy 
marble-covered volumes that Mi's. Gann was in the habit 
of fetehing from the library. Many and many a tale 
had the pair ao gone through. I can see them over 
Manfrone ; or Ike Om-handed Monk — the room dark, 
the street silent, the hour ten — the tall, red, lurid candle- 
wick waggling down, tlie flame flickering pale upon 
Misa Caroline's pale fiwe aa she read out, and hghting 
up honest Beckyls goggling eyes, who sat silent, her 
work in her lap : she had not done a stitch of it for an 
hour. As the trap-door slowly opens, and the scowling 
Alonzo, bending over the sleeping Imoinda, draws his 
pistol, cocks it, looks well if the priming he right, places 
it then to the sleeper's eai', and — thMnder-^tidm--wider 
-. — down fall the snuffers ! Becky hajs had them in hand 
for ten minutes, afraid to use them. Up starts Caroline, 
and flings the book back into her mamma's basket. It 
is that lady returned with her daughters from a tea- 
party, where two young gents from London have been 
mighty genteel indeed. 

For the sentimental, too, as well as for the terrible. 
Miss Caroline and the cook had a strong predilection, and 
had wept their poor eyes out over Thaddeus of Warsaw 
and the Scottish Chiefs. Fortified by the examples 
drawn from those instructive volumes, Becky was firmly 
convinced that her young mistress would meet with a 
great lord some day or other, or he carried off, like 
Cinderella, by a brilliant prince, to the mortification of 
her elder Bisters, whom Becky hated. And when, there- 
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fere, the new lodger oame, lonely, mystorious, melan- 
choly, elegant, with the vomantio name of George Bran- 
don — when, he wrote a letter directed to a lord, and 
Miss Caroline and Becty together examined the super- 
scription, sucli a look passed between them as the pencil 
of Leslie or Maclise could alone describe for us. Becky's 
orbs were lighted up with a preternatural look of won- 
dering wisdom ; whereas, after an instant, Caroline 
dropped hers, and blushed, and said, " Nonsense, 
Becky." 

"Is it nonsense!" said Bocky, grinning and snap- 
ping her fingers with a triumphant air ; " the cards comes 
true ; I knew they would. Didn't you have king and 
queen of hearts three deals runuing? What did jou 
dream about last Tuesday, tell me that^" 

But Miss Caroline never did tell, for her sisters came 
bouncing down the stairs, and examined the lodger's 
letter. Caroline, however, went away musing much 
upon these points ; and she began to think Mr. Brandon 
more wonderfnl and beautiful eveiy day. 

In the meantime, while Miss Caroline was innocently 
indulging in her inclination for the biiUiant occupier of 
the first floor, it came to pass that the tenant of the 
second was inflamed by a most romantic passion for 

For, after partaking for about a fortnight of the 
^mily dinner, and passing some evenings with Mrs. 
Gann and the young ladies, Mr. Filch, though by no 
means quick of comprehension, began to perceive that 
the nightly charges that were brought against poor 
Caroline could not be founded upon truth. " Let's see," 
mused he to himself; "Tuesday, the old lady said her 
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daughter was bringing her giey haiis with aon-ow to 
the grave, because the cook had not boiled the potatoes. 
Wednesday, she said Caroline was an assassin, because 
ste could not find her own thimble. Thursday, she 
TOWS OaTOline has no religion, because tiiat old pair 
of silk stockings were not darned. And this can't 
be," reasoned Fitch, deeply. " A gal haint a murderess 
because her ma can't find her thimble. A woman, 
that goes to slap her growii-up daughter on the bact, 
and before company too, for such a paJtry thing as 
a hold pair of stockings, can't be surely a-speaMng the 
truth." And thus gradually his irst impression against 
Caroline wore away. As this disappeared, pity took 
possession of his soul — and wo know what pity is akin 
to ; and, at the same time, a corresponding hatred for 
the oppressors of a creature so amiable. 

To sum up, in six short weeks after the appearance 
of the two gentlemen, we find our chiai dramatis perscmce 
as follows ; 

CABOLEiB, an ioQocenl young woman in love with BaiNnoN. 
FiTOH, a celebrated painter, almost in !ovB with Caboline. 
Beandon, a young gentleman in love with himaelf. 

At first he was pretty constant in his attendance 
upon the Misses Macarty when they went out to wallc, 
nor were they displeased at his attentions ; but he found 
that there were a great number of Margate beaux— ugly, 
vulgar fellows as ever were — who always followed in 
the young ladies' tj'ain, and made themselves infinitely 
more agi'eeable than he was. These men Mr. Brandon 
treated with a gi'eat deal of scorn ; and, in return, they 
hated him coidially. So did the ladies speedily: his 
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haughty manners, tliough quite as impertinent and free, 
were not !iaif so pleasant to them as Jones's jokes or 
Smith's diarming romps; and the girts gave Brandon 
very shortlyto nndemtand that they were much happier 
without him. " Iiadies, your humhle," ha Iieard Boh 
Smith say, as that little linendrapei- came skipping to 
the door from which they were issuing, " the sun's hup 
and trade is down ; if you're for a walk, I'm your man." 
And Miss Linda aud Miss Bella each took an arm of 
Mr. Smith and sailed down the street, " I'm glad you 
ami got that proud gent with the glass hi," said Mr, 
Smith; "he's the most hillbred, supercilious beast I 

" So he is," says Bella. 

" Hush !" says Linda. 

The " prond gent with the glass hi" was at tliis 
moment lolling out of the fli'st-floor window, smoking 
his accustomed dgar; and his eye-glass was fixed upon 
tlie ladies, to whom he made a very low bow. It may 
be imagined how fond ha was of them afterwards, and 
what looks he cast at Mr. Bob Smith the next time he 
met him. Mv, Bob's heart beat for a day afte-rwarda ; 
and be found he had business in town. 

But the love of society is stronger than even pride ; 
and as. we saw the other day, in York gaol, how the 
illustrious Mr. Feargus O'Connor preferred to be locked 
up with a coupleof felons ratherthan to remain solitary, 
111 like manner tbe great Mr. Brandon was sometimes 
fain to descend from his high station, and consort with 
the vulgar family with whom he lodged^ But, as we 
have said, he always did this with a wonderfully con- 
descending air, giving bis associates to understand bow 
great ivas f,bp honour be did tliPm. 
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One day, then, he was absolutely so kind as to ac- 
cept of an invitation from the gi'ound-flocii', which was 
delivei'cd in the passage by Mr. James Gann, who said, 
"It was hard to see a gent eating mutton-chops from 
week's end to week's end ; and if Mr. Brandon had a 
mind to meet a i^evilish good fellow as ever was, my 
friend Swigby, a man v/ha I'ides his horse, and has his 
five hundred a-year to spend, and to eat a prime cut 
out of as good a leg of pork (though he said it) as ever 
a knife was stuck into, they should dme that day at three 
o'clock sharp, and Mrs. G. and tiie gala would be glad 
of the honour of tis company." 

The person so invited was rather amused at fie 
terms in which Mr. Gann conveyed his hospitable mes- 
Bf^e; and at three o'clock made his appearance in the 
back- parlour, whence he hai:l the honour of conducting 
Mrs. Gann {dressed in a sweet yellow mousseline de 
laine, with a large red turban, a, ferroniire, and a smell- 
ing-bottle, attached by a ring to a very damp, iat hand) 
to the "office," whei'e the repast was set out. The 
Misses Macarty were in costumes equally tasty ; one on 
the guest's right hand ; one nearthe boarder, Mr. Fitch, 
who, in a large beard, au amethyst velvet waistcoat, his 
hair fresh wetted, and parted accurately down the mid- 
dle to fall in curls over. his collar, would have been irre- 
sistible, if the collar had beeu a little, little whitei' than 

Mr, Brandon, too, was dressed in his very best suit; 
for though he affected to despise his hosts very much, 
he wished to make the most favourable impression upon 
thera, and took care to tell Mj's. Gann that he and Lord 
So-and-so were the only two men in the world who 
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were in possession of that particular waistcoat which sbe 
admired ; for Mrs, Gann was veiy gracious, and had 
admired the waistcoat, heJng desirous to impress with 
awe Mr. Ganii's fiiend and admirer, Mr. Swigby, who, 
man of fortune as he was, was a constant frequenter of 
the club at the Bag of Nails. 

About this club and its supporters Mr, Gann's guest, 
Mr. Swigby, and Gajin himself, talked very gaily before 
dinner; all the jokes about all the club being roared 
oyer by the pair. 

Mr. Brandon, who felt he was the great man of the 
party, indulged himself in his great propensilies without 
restraint, and told Mfs. Gann stories about half the no- 
bility, Mrs. Gann conversed knowingly about the 
opera ; and declared tliat she thought Taglioni the 
sweetest singer in the world. 

" Mr. — a — Swigby, have you ever seen Lablache 
dance?" asked Mr, Brandon of that gentleman, to whom 
he had been foi'mally introduced. 

"At Vauxhall is he?" said Mr. Swigby, who was 
just from town. 

"Yes, on the tight-rope; a charming performer." 

On which Mr. Gann told how he had been to Vaux- 
hall when the princes were in London ; and his lady 
talked of these knowingly. And then they fell to con- 
versing about Are- works and rack-punch ; Mi'. Brandon 
assuring the young ladies that VaushaJl was the very 
pink of the fashion, and longing to have the honour of 
dancing a quadrille with them there. Indeed, Brandon 
was so very sarcastic, that not a single soul at table un- 
derstood him. 

The table, from Mr. Brandon's plan of it, whicli was 
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afterwards sent to my Lord Cinqbar 
follows; — 



I. 


1 ,„.„ 


a 


A rOBSt leg of 
pork, witbMgB and 


Three Rhrtdi 
of iffllety in 


I Bolted Lafldock, 
removed by bashed 



* Cabbage. 

^ I I *■ 

Mt. Sirtgljy. Miss J. Macarty. Mr. Brandon. 

1 and 2 are puts of portei' ; 3, a quart of ale, Mrs. 
Gann'a favourite drink ; 4, a bottle of fine old golden 
sherry, the real produce of the TJva grape, purchased at 
the Bag-of-Nails Hotel for Is. 9d. hy Mr. J. Gann. 

Mr. Bonn. " Taste that shenj, air. Your 'ealth, 
and my services to you, sir. That wine, sir, is given 
me as a partieiilar favour by my — ahem ! — my wine- 
merchant, who only will part with a small quantity of 
it, and imports it direct, sir, from — ahem ! — from " 

Mr. Brandon. "From Xeres, of course. It ia, I 
really think, the finest wine I ever tasted in my life — 
at a commoner's table, that is." 

Mrs. Gann. " Oh, in course, a commoner'a bible ! 
—we have no titles, sir (Mr, Gann, I will trouble you 
for some more crackling), though my poor dear girls 
are related, by their blessed father's side, to some of the 
first nobility in the land, I assure you." 

Mr. Gann. "Gammon, Jooly, my dear. Them 
Irish nobility you know, wliat are they ? And, besides, 
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it's my belief that the gals axe no more related to them 

Misi Bella (to Mr. Brandon, confidentially/). " You 
muBt find that poor pay is sadly vulgar, Mr. Brandon." 

Mrs. Oann. " Mr. Brandon has never been accus- 
tomed to such language, I am sure; and I entreat you 
will excuse Mi'. Gann's rudeness, sir." 

Miss Linda. " Indeed, I assure yoH, Mr, Brandon, 
that we've high connexions as well as low ; as high as 
some people's connexions, per'aps, though, we are not 
always taking of the nobility." This was a double 
shot ; the first barrel of Miss Linda's sentence hit her 
stepfather, the second part was levelled directly at Mr. 
Brandon. "Don't you think Tin right, Mr. Fitch?" 

Mr. Bra-ndon,. " You are quite right. Miss Linda, 
in this as in every other instaaee; but I am afi'aid Mr. 
Fitch has not paid a proper attention to your excellent 
remai'k : for, if I don't mistake the meaning of that 
beautiful design which he has made with his fork upon 
the table-cloth, his soul is at this moment wrapped up 
in his art." 

This was exactly what Mr. Fitch wished that all the 
world should suppose. He flung back his hair, and 
stared wildly for a moment, and swd, " Pai'don me, 
madam ; it is true my thoughts were at that moment 
far away in the regions of my hart." He was really 
thinking that his attitude was a very elegant one, and 
that a large garnet ring which he wore on his forefinger 
must be mistaken by ail the company for a ruby. 

"Art is very well," said Mr. Brandon; "but with 
such pretty natural objects before you, I wonder you 
were not content to think of them." 
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"Do you mean the mashed potatoes, sir?" said An- 
drea Fitcli, wondering. 

"I mean Miss Eosaliud Macarty," answered Bran- 
don, gallantly, and laughing heartily at the painter's 
simplicity. But this compliment could not soften Misi 
Linda, who had an uneasy conviction that Mr. Brandon 
was laughing at her, and disliked him accordingly. 

At this juncture, Miss CaroUne entered and took the 
place marked as heta, to the left hand of Mr. Gann, va- 
cant. An old licketty wooden stool was placed for 
her, instead of that elegant and commodious Windsor 
chair, which supported every other peiwjn at tahle ; and 
by the side of the plate stood a curious old battered tin 
mug, on which the antiquarian might possibly discover 
liie inscription of the word "Caroline." This, in ti'ulh, 
was poor Caroline's mug and stool, having beea appro- 
priated to her froKi childhood upwards ; and here it was 
her cusfom meekly to sit, and eat her daily meal. 

It was well tlat the girl waa placed near her father, 
else I do believe she would have been starved ; but 
Gann was much too good-natui'ed to allow that any 
difference should be made between her and her sisters. 
There are some meannesses which are too mean even 
for man — woman, lovely woman alone, can venture to 
commit them. Well, on the present occasion, and 
when tfie dinner was half over, poor Caroline stole 
gently into the room and took her oidinary place. 
Caroline's pale face was very red ; for the fact must be 
told that she had been in the kitchen helping Becky, 
the universal maid ; and having heard how the great 
Mr. Brandon was to dine with them upon that day, the 
simple girl had been showing her respect for him, by 
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oompiliBg, in hev l^est manner, a certain dish, for the 
cooking of which her papa had often praised her. She 
took her place, blushing violently when she saw him ; 
and if Mr. Gaiin had not been making a violent elattei'- 
ing with his knife and fork, it is possible that you might 
have heard Mias Caroline's heart thump, which it did 
violently. Her dress was somehow a little smarter than 
usual ; and Becky the maid, who brought in that re- 
move of hashed mutton, which has been set down in 
the bill of fare, looked at her young lady with a good 
deal of complacency, as, loaded with plates, she quitted 
the room. Indeed, the poor girl deserved to be looted 
at ; there was an air of gentleness and innocence about 
her that was apt to please some persons, much more 
than the hold beauties of her sisters. The two young 
men did not fail to remark this ; one of them, tbe little 
painter, had long since observed it 

"You are very late, miss," ciied Mrs. Gann, who 
affected not to know what had caused her daughter's 
delay. " You're always !at« !" and the elder girls stared 
and grinned at each other knowingly, as they always 
did when mamma made such atUdcs upon Caroline, 
who only kept her eyes down upon tJie tabledoth, and 
began to eat her dinner witliout saying a woi'd. 

"Come, ray dear," cried honest Gann, "if she is 
late, you know why. A girl can't be here and there 
too, as I say ; can they, Swigby !" 

" Impossible I" said Swigby. 

"Qeats," continued Mr. Gann, "our Carry, you 
must know, has been down stairs, making the pudding 
for her old pappy; and a good pudding she makes, I 
can tell you." 
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Mias Caroline blushed more vehemently than ever ; 
the artist stared her full in the face ; Mrs. Gann said, 
"nonsense" and "stuff," very majestically ; only Mr. 
Brandon interposed in Carohne's favour. 

" I would sooner that my wife should know how to 
make a pudding," said he, " than how to play the hest 
piece of music in the world !" 

" Law, Mr. Brandon ! I, for my part, wouldn't de- 
meaa myself by any sueh kitchen-work !" cries Miss 
Linda. 

"Make puddns, indeed ; it's ojous I" cries Bella. 

" For you, my loves, of course !" interposed their 



" Young women of your family and circumstances 
is not expected to perform any such work. It's different 
with Miss Caroline, who, if she does make herself useful 
now and then, don't make herself near so useful as she 
should, considering that she's not a shilling, and is liv- 
ing ou our charity, like some other folks 1" 

Thus did this amiahle woman neglect no opportu- 
nity to give her opinions about her husband and daugh- 
ter. The former, however, cared not a straw ; and the 
latter, in this instance, was pei-fectly happy. Had not 
kind Mr. Brandon approved of her work ; and could 
she ask for more ? 

" Mamma may say what she pleases to-day," thought 
Caroline, " I am too Lappy to be made angry by hec." 

Poor little mistaken Caroline, to think you were 
safe against three women ! The dinner had not ad- 
vanced much furtliei", when Miss Isabella, who had 
been examining her younger sister curiously for some 
short time, telegraphed Miss Linda across the table; 
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acd nodded, and winked, and pointed to her own neck; 
a very white one, aa I have before had the honour to 
remark, and quite without any covering, except a smart 
necklace of twenty-four rows of the lightest blue glass 
beads, finishing in a neat tassel. Linda had a similar 
ornament of a yermillion colour; whereas Caroline, on 
this occasion, wore a handsome new collar up to the 
throat, and a brooch, which looked all the smarter for 
the skabby frock over which they were placed. As 
Boon as she saw her sisters' sigDals, the poor little thing, 
who had only just done fluttering and blushing, fell to 
this same work over again. Down went her eyes once 
more, and her face and neck lighted up to the colour 
of Miss Linda's sham cornelian, 

" What's the gala giggling and ogling about ?" said 
Mr. Gann, innocently. 

" What is it, my darling loves V said stately Mi's. 
Gann. 

" Why, don't you see, ma?" said Linda. "Look 
at Miss Carry ! I'm blessed if she has not got on, Bech/s 
■cUtr mid braotk th t S'm th pil t gave her !" 

fh g 1 ^ t 11 > k ] -oarious fits of 

1 hte 11 h d II th t tl t theii' mamma 

tb d g t i h h h she declared 

th t h \ hte CO d t worthy a gentle- 

w d b d h 1 th 00 1 take off those 

d fu! ts 

Tl IS eed t t 11 h th poor little thing 

g pteolkthfth h was whistling, 

and seemed indeed to thmk the matter a good joke ; 
and after ste bad managed to open the door and totter 
into the passage, you might have heard her weeping 
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there, weeping tears more bitter than any of the many 
she had shed in the course of her life. Down she went 
to the kitchen, and when she reached (liat humble 
place of refuge, first pulled at her neet, and made- as if 
she would take off Becky's collar and brooch, and then 
flung herself into Ite arms of that honest scullion, where 
she ciied and cried till she brought on the first fit of 
hysterics that ever she had had. 

This crying could not at fii'st be heard in the parlour, 
where the young ladies, Mrs. Gann, Mr. Qann, and his 
friend from the Bag of Nails were roaring at the excel- 
lence of the joke. Mr. Brandon, sipping sherry, sat by 
looking very sarcastically and slyly from one party to 
the otiier; Mr. Fitch was staring about bim too, but 
with a. veiy different expression, anger and wonder in- 
flaming his bearded countenance. At last, as the laugh- 
ing died away and a feint voice of weeping came from 
the kitchen below, Andrew could bear it no longer, but 
bounced up from hia chair, and rushed out of the room 
exclaiming, — 

" By Jove, it's loo bad !" 

" What does tie man mean V said Mrs. Gann. 

He meant that he was from that moment over head 
and eai's in love with Caroline ; and that he longed to 
beat, buffet, pummel, thump, tear to pieces, those 
callous ruffians who so piteously iaughed at lier. 

"What's that chop wi' the beard in such tantrums 
about !" Baid the gentleman from tiie Bag of Nails. 

1&. Gann answei'ed this queiy by some joke inti- 
mating that, " Praps Mr. Fiteh's dinner did not agree 
with him," at whicli these worthies roared again. 

The young ladi^ said, "Well, now, upon my 
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" Mighty genteel behaviour, truly !" ci 
" but what can you expect from the poor thing ?" 

Brandon only sipped more sherry, but he looked at 
Fitch as the latter flung out of the room, and his coun- 
tenance was lighted up by a more unec[uivocal smile. 

These two little adventures were followed by a 
silence of some few minutes, during wliich the meats 
remained on the table, and no signs were shown of that 
pudding upon which poor Caroline had exhausted her 
skill. The absence of this delicious part of the I'cpast 
was first remarked by Mr. Gann ; and his lady, after 
jangling at the bell for some time in vain, at last 
begged one of her daughters to go and hasten matters. 

"Becky !" shrielied Miss Linda from the tall, but 
Becky replied not. " Becky, are we to be kept waiting 
all day ?" continued the lady in the same shrill voice. 
" Mamma wants the pudding 1 

"Tell her to tetcb it herself ' roared Becky, 
at which remark Gann and hi^ tacetious friend once 
more went off into fits of Hugbtf^i 

" This is too bad !" said Mrs G starting up ; " she 
shall leave the house this instant I and so no doubt 
Becky would, but that the lady owed her five quarters' 
wages ; which she, at that period, did not feel inclined 

Well, the dinner at last was at an end ; the ladies 
went away to tea, leaving the gentlemen to their wine ; 
Brandon, very condescendingly, paitaking of a bottle of 
port, and listening with admiration to the toasts and 
sentiments with which it is still the custom among per- 
sons of Mr. Gann's rank of life to preface each glass of 
wine. As thus:— 
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Glass!. "Gents," says Mr. Gann, rising, "this 
glass I need say notliink about. Here's tlie king, and 
long life to him and the family !" 

Mr. Swigby, with his glass, goes knock, knock, 
knock on the table ; and saying gravely, " The king I" 
drinks off his glass, and smacks his lips afterwards. 

Mr. Brandon, who had drank half his, stops in the 
midst and says, " Oh, 'the king !' " 

Mr. Swiffby. "A good glass of wine tbat, Gann, 
my boy !" 

Mr. Brandon. " Capital, really ; though, upon my 
faith, Vm no judge of port." 

Mr. Oarni. (Smacks.) " A fine ii'uity wine as ever 
I tasted. I suppose you, Mr. B,, are accustomed only 
to claret. I've 'ad it, too, in my time, sir, as Swigby 
there very well knows. I travcOed, sir, sure le Con- 
tinong, I assure you, and drank my glass of claret with 
the best man in France, or England either. I wasn't 
always what I am, sir." 

Mr. Brandon. " You don't look as if you were." 

Mr. Gann. " No, air. Before that gas came 

in, I was head, sir, of one of the lust 'ouaes in the boil 
trade, Gann, Blubhery, and Gann, sir — Thames Street, 
City. I'd my box at Putney, as good a gig and horse 
as my friend there drives." 

Mr. Swigby. " Ay, and a better too, Gann, I make 
no doubt." 

Mr. Gann. " Well, my a better. I had a better, 
if money could fetch it, sir; and I didn't spare that, I 
warrant you. No, no, James Gann didn't grudge lis 
purse, sir ; and had his friends around him, as he's 
'appy to 'ave now, sir, Mr. Brandon, your 'ealth, air. 
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and may ive hoften meet under this ma'ogaEy, Swigliy, 
^y boyi Giod bless you!" 

Mr. Bratidon. " Your very good health." 

Mr. Sieigby. "Thank you, Gann, Hero's to you, 
and long life and prosperity and happiness to you and 
yours. Bless you, Jim, my hoy ; Ueaven hlesa you I 
I say this, Mr, Bandon — Brandon — what's your name 
— there wnt a hetter fellow in all Margate than James 
Gann, — no, nor in all England. Here's Mrs. Gnnn, 
gents, and the family. Mks. Gann I " (drinks.) 

Mr. Brandon. "Mes. Gann. Hip, hip, hurra!" 
{drinks.) 

Mr. Gann. "Mrs. Gann, and thank you, genta. A 
fine woman, Mr. B. ; aint she, now ? Ah, if you'd 
'ieener when I married her ! Gad, she was fine then— 
an out and outer, sir ! Such a figure !" 

Mr. Swighy. " You'd choose none but a good 'un, 
T war'nt. Ha, ha, ha ! " 

Mr. Gann. " Did I ever tell you of my duel along 
witi the regiiBental doctor ? No ! Then I will. I 
was a young ohap, you see, in those days ; and when 
I saw her at Brussels — (Brusell, they call it) — I was 
right slick up over head and ears in love with her at 
once. But what was to be done ? There was another 
gent in the case— a regimental doctor, sir — a reg'lar 
dragon. ' Faint heart,' says I, ' never won a fair lady,' 
and so I made so bold. She took me, sent the doctor 
to the right about. I met him one morning in the 
Park at Brussels, and stood to him, sir, like a man. 
When the affair was over, my second, a leftenant of 
dragoons, told me, ' Gann,' says he, ' I've seen many a 
man under fii-e — I'm a "Waterloo man,' says he, — 'and 
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have rode by Wellington many a long day ; but I never, 
for coolness, see such a man as you.' Genis, here's the 
Duke of Wellington and the Eritisli army ! " {ihe gents 
drink.) 

Mr. Brandmt. " Did yon kill the doctor, sir ? " 

Mr. Qann. " WTiy no, air ; I shot in the hair." 

Mr. Brandon. " Shot him in the hair I Egad, that 

was a severe shot, and a very lucky escape the doctor 

had of it ! Whereabouts in the hair J a whisker, air ; 

or, perhaps, a pig-tail ?'' 

Mr. Swiffhy. " Haw, haw, haw ! shot'n in the hair 
— capital, capital ! " 

Mr. Qann, who has grown very red. " No, sir, there 
may be some mistake in my pronounclation, which I 
didn't expect to have laughed at my town table." 
Mr, Brandon,. " My dear sir ! I protest and 

Mr. Gann. " Never mind it, sir. I gave you my 
best, and did my best to make you welcome. If you 
Hke bett«r to mate fun of me, do, sir. That may be 
the genteel way, but hang me if it's hour way ; ia it, 
Jack ! Our way ; I beg your pardon, sir." 

Mr. Swighy. "Jim, Jim! for Heaven's sake! — 
peace and harmony of the evening — conviviality — so- 
cial enjoyment — didn't mean it — did you mean any 
think, Mr. Whafcd-ye-call-'em !" 

Mr.. BroTtdon. "Nothing, upon my honour as a 

Mr, Gann. " Well, then, there's my hand !" and 
good-natured Gann tried to forget the insult, and to 
talk as if nothing had occurred : but he had been 
wounded 'u the most sensitive point in which a man 
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can be touched by tis superioi", and never forgot Bran- 
don's joke. That niglit at ilie dub, when dreadfully 
tipsy, he made several speeches on the subject, and 
burst into tears many times. The pleaaui'e of the 
evening was quite spoiled ; and, as the convei'sation 
became rapid and dull, we shall refrain from repoi'ting 
it. Mr, Brandon speedily took leave, but had not the 
courage to face the ladies at tea ; to whom, it appeal's 
the reconciled Becky had brought that refreshing 
beverage. 



CHAPTER IV. 

TOH PSOCLAIMS HI 



Fkom the splendid halls in which Mib. Gann was dis- 
pensing her hospitality, the celebrated painter, Andrea 
Fitch rushed foi'th in a state of mind even more deliri- 
ous than that which ha usually enjoyed. He looked 
abroad into the street, all there was dusk and lonely ; 
the rain falling heavily, the wind playing Pandfean 
pipes and whistling down the chimney-pots. " I love 
the storm," said Fitch, solemnly ; and he put his great 
Spanish cloak round ^im in the most approved manner 
(it was of so prodigious a size that tlie tail of It, as it 
twirled over his shoulder, whisked away a lodging-card 
from the door of the house opposite Mr. Gann's). "I 
love the storm and solitude," said he, lighting a large^ 
pipe filled full of the fragrant Oronooko ; and tlius 
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ai'med, he passed rapidly down the street, liis liat cocked 
over his ringlets, 

Andrea did not like smoking, hut he used a pipe as 
a part of his profession as an artist, and as one of the 
picturesque parta of his costume ; in like manner, 
tliough he did not fence, he always ti'avelled about with 
a pair of foils ; and quite unconscious of music, never- 
theless had a guitar constantly near at hand, ■ Without 
such properties 3 painter's spectacle is not complete, 
and LOW he determined to add to them another indis- 
pensahle' requisite — a mistress, "What great artist 
was ever without one ?" thought he. Long, long had 
he sighed for some one whom he might Jove, some one 
to whom he might address the poems which he was in 
the habit of making. Hundreds of such fragments hajil 
he composed, addressed to Leila, Ximena, Ada — ima- 
ginary beauties, whom he courted in dreamy verse. 
With what joy would he replace all those by a I'cal 
charmer of flesh and hlood 1 Away he went, then, on 
this evening, the tyranny of Mrs, Gann towards poor 
Caroline having awakened all his sympathies in the 
gentle girl's favour, determined now and for ever to 
mate her the mistiness of his heart. MonnarLisa, the 
Fomarina, Leonardo, Raphael — be thought of all these, 
and vowed that his Caroline should be made famous 
and hve for ever on his canvass. While Mrs. Gann was 
preparing for her friends, and entertaining them at tea 
and whist; while Caroline, all unconscious of the love 
she inspired, was weeping up stairs in her little garret ; 
while Mr. Brandon was enjoying the refined conversa- 
tion of Gann and Swigby, over their glass and pipe in 
the office, Andrea walked abroad by the side of the 



=,!., Google 



ocean ; and, before he was wet through, walked Mm- 
self into the most fervid affection for poor persecuted 
Caroline, The readei' might have observed him (had 
not the night been very dark, and a gi'eat deal too wet 
to aJlow a sensible reader to go abroad on such an 
eri'and) at the sea-shore standing on a roek, and draw- 
ing from his bosom a locket which contained a curi of 
hair tied up in riband. He looked at it for a moment, 
and then ilung it away from him into the black boiling 
watei's below him, 

" No other 'air but thine, Caroline, sliall ever rest 
near this 'art !" he said, and kissed the locket and re- 
stored it to its place. Light-minded youth, whose hair 
was it that he thus flung away ! How many times 
had Andrea shown that very ringlet in strictest confi- 
dence to several brethren of the brush, and declared 
that it was the hair of a dear girl in Spain whom he 
loved to madness! Alas! 'twas but a fiction of his 
fevered brain ; every one of his fiiends bad a locket of 
hair, and Andrea, who had no love until now, had clipped 
this pi'eoious token from the wig of a lovely lay-ligure, 
with ca-stiron joints and a card-board head, that had 
stood for some time in his atelier. I don't know that 
he felt any shame about the proceeding, for he was of 
such a wai'm imagination that be had grown to believe 
that the hair did actually come from a girl in Spain, 
and only parted with it on yielding to a superior at- 
tachment. 

This attachment being fixed on, the young painter 
came home wet through ; passed the night in reading 
Byron ; making sketches, and burning them ; writing 
poems to Caroline, and expunging them witii pitiless In- 
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dian rubber, A romantic man makes a point of sitting 
up all night, and pacing liis chamber ; and yoti may 
see many a composition of Andrea's dated " Midnight, 
10th of March, A. F." with his peculiar flourish over 
the initials. He was not soriy to be told in the morn- 
ing, by the ladies at breakfast, that he looked dread- 
fully pale ; and answereiJ, laying his hand on his fore- 
head, and shaking his head gloomily, that he could get 
no sleep : and then he would heave a huge sigh ; and 
Miss Bella and Miss Linda would look at each other, 
and grin according to their wont. He was glad, I say, 
to have his wo reninrked, and contimied his sleepless- 
ness for two or thi'ee nights ; but he was certainly still 
more glad when he heard Mr. Brandon, on the fourth 
monn'ng, cry out, in a shrill angry voice, to Becky the 
maid, to give the gentleman upstairs his compliments 
— Mr. Brandon's compliments — and tell him that he 
could not get a wink of sleep for the horrid trampling 
he kept up. " I am hanged if I stay in the house a 
night longer," added the firet floor sharply, " if that 
Mr, Fitch iioks up such up a confounded noise ! " Mr. 
Fitch's point was gained, and henceforth he was as 
quiet as a mouse ; but his wish was not only to be in 
love, but to let every body know that he was in love, 
or where is the use of a helle passion ? 

So, whenever he saw Caroline, at meals, or in the 
passage, he used to stare at her with the utmost power 
of his big eyes, and fall io groaning most pathetically. 
He used to leave his meals untasted, groan, heave sighs, 
and stare incessantly. Mrs. Gann and her eldest 
daughters v/^k astonished at these manoeuvres; for 
they never suspected than any man could possibly be 
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such a fool as to fall lu love with Caroline. At length 
the suspicion came upon them, created iniiiienso laugh- 
ter and delight ; and the ladies did not fail to rally Cai- 
oline in their usual elegant way. Gann, too, loved a 
joke (much polite waggery had this worthy man pra& 
tised in select inn-parlours for twenty years past), and 
would call poor Caroline " Mrs. F. ; and say tiiat, in- 
stead of Fetch' md-Caxry, aa he used to name her, he 
should style her FUchraad-Gs-rvy for the future ; and 
laugh at this great pun, and make many others of a 
similar sort, that set Caroline blushing. 

Indeed, the girl suffered a great deal more from 
this rmllery than at first may he imagined ; for atler 
the first awe inspii'ed by Fitch's whiskers had passed 
away, and he had drawn the young ladies' pictures, 
and made designs in their albums, and in the midst of 
their jokes and conversation had remained perfectly si- 
lent, the Gann family had determined that the man 
was an idiot : and, indeed, were not very wide of the 
mark. In every thing except his own peculiar art 
honest Fitch jbos an idiot ; and as upon the subject of 
painting, tbe Ganns, like most people of their class in 
England, wore profoundly ignorant, it came to pass 
that he would brealifast and dine for many days in 
their company, and not utter one single syllable. So 
they looked upon him with extreme pity and contempt, 
as a harmless, good-natured, erack-brained ci'eature, 
quite below them in the scale of intellect, and only to 
be endured because he paid a certain number of shil- 
lings weekly to the Gann exchequer. Mrs. Gann in all 
companies was accustomed to talk about her idiot. 
Neighbours and children used to peer at him as he 
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Btrutted down the street ; and though every young lady, 
including my dear Caroline, is flattered hy having a 
lover, at least they don't like such a lover as this. 
The Misses Macaity (after having set their caps at him 
very fiercely, and quairelled coDceming him on his first 
coming to lodge at their house) vowed and protested 
now that lie was no better than chimpanzee ; and 
CaroiinB and Becky agi'eed that this insult was aa great 
as any that could be paid to the foi'mer. " He's a good 
creature, too," said Becky, "crack-brained as he is. Do 
you know, miss, he gave me half a sovereign to buy a 
new collar, after that business t'other day V 

"And did — Mr. , — did the first floor say any 

thing?" asked Caroline. 

" Didn't he ! he's a funny gentleman, that Brandon, 
sure enough ; and when T took hira up breakfast next 
morning, asked about Sims the pilot, and what I 
gied Sims for the eollai' and brooeb, — he, he !" 

And this was indeed a correct report of Mi'. Bran- 
don's conversation with Becky ; ho had been infinitely 
amused with Ihe whole transaction, and wrote his 
friend the viscount a capital facetious account of the 
manners and customs of the native inhabitants of the 
lale of Thanet. 

And now, when Mr. Fitcii'a passion was fully devel- 
oped — as far, tiat is, as sighs and ogles could give it 
utterance — a curious instance of that spirit of contra- 
diction for which our race is remarkable was seen in the 
behaviour of Mr. Brandon. Alfhough Caroline, in the 
depths of her little silly heart, had set him down for 
her divinity, her wondrous ftury prince, who was to de- 
liver her from her present miserable durancij, she had 
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neper by word oi dfied awjuaioted Brandou with her 
inclination foi him, but hid, with instmctue modesty, 
avoided him m^re sedulously than hi'fore He, 
too, had nevei bestowed a thought upon hei How 
should Buch a Jove as Mr Brandon, fioin tin tloiidy 
summit of his ftsiionable Olympus, look down and 
perceive such an humble, retiimg htmft as poor little 
CatoUne Gann ? Thinking her at first not disagreeable, 
he had never, until the day of the dinner, bestowed one 
-single further thought upon her ; and only when exaspe- 
rated by the Miss Macartys' behaviour towards him, did 
he beg^n to think how sweet it would be to make them 
jealous and unhappy." 

" The uncouth grinning monster's," said he, " with 
their horribie coui-t of Bob Smiths and Jack Joneses, 
daring to look down upon me, a gentleman,— me the 
celebrated mangeur des ccmrs — a man of genius, 
fiishion, and noble family! If I could but revenge 
myself on them ! What injury can I invent to wound 
fiem." 

It is curious to what points a man in his passion 
will go. Mr. Brandon had long since, in fact, tried to 
do the greatest possible injury to the young ladies; for 
it had been, at the first dawn of liis acquaintance, as 
we are bound witli much sorrow to confess, his fixed 
intention to ruin one or the other of them. And when 
the young ladies had, by their coldness and indifference 
to him, frustrated this benevolent intention, he straight- 
way fancied that they had injured him sevei'ely, and 
cast about for means to revenge himself upon them. 

This point is, to be sure, a veiy delicate one to treat, 
— tor in words, at least, the age has grown to be won- 
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derfuUy mora], and refuses to hear discourses upon such 
subjeels. But human nature, as far aa I am able to 
leani, has not much changed since the time when Rich- 
ardson wrote and Hogarth painted, a century ago 
There are wicked Lovelaces abroad, ladies, now, as then, 
when it was considered no shame to expose the rogues ; 
and pardon us, therefore, for hinting that such there be 
Elegant acts of tou^tu, such as tiiat meditated by Mr 
Brandon, are often performed stilt by dashing young 
laea of the world, who tiiinlc no sin of an amowetU, 
but glory in it, especially if the victim be a person of 
mean condition. Had Brandon succeeded {such is the 
high mora! state of our British youth), al! his friends 
would have pronounced him, and he would have con- 
sidered himself, to be a very lucliy, captivating dog ; nor, 
as I believe, would he have had a single pang of con- 
sraence for the rascally action which he had committed. 
This snpreme act of scoundreliam has man permitted to 
himself — to deceive women. When we consider how he 
has availed himself of the privily so created by him, 
indeed one may sympathise with the advocates of wo- 
man's rights who point out this monstioiis wrong. We 
have read of that wretched woman of old whom the 
pioQS Pharisees were for stoning incontinently ; but we 
don't hear that they made any otitcry against the man 
who was concerned in the crime. Where was he ? 
Happy, no doubt, and easy in mind, and regaling some 
choice friends over a bottle with the history of his suc- 

Being thus injured then, Mr. Brandon longed for 
revenge. How should he repay these impertinent 
young women for slighting his addresses ? " Pardi" 
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aaidiie; "just, to punish tlieir pride and iosolence, I 
have a gi'eat mind to make love to their sister," 

He did not, however, for some time condescend to 
jierform this threat. Eagles snch as Biandon do not 
sail down from the clouds in order to pounce upon 
small flies, and soar aipwards again, contented with 
such an ignoble booty. In a v/ovd, he never gave a 
minute's thought to Mis Caroline, nntil further circum- 
stances occurred which caused this great man to con- 
sider her as an object somewhat worthy of his remark. 

The violent affection suddenly exhibited by Mr. 
Fitch, the painter, towards poor little Caroline was the 
point which determined Brandon to begin to act. 

" Mj dear Viscount," wrote he to the aamo Lord CinqbarH, 
whom he forinerlj addreaBed, " give mo joy, for in B, Week's 
time it is my intention to be violeiiLlj in lovB,^and hire is no 
small amusement io a wiitering-plaee in winter, 

" I told you about the fair Juliana Gann and her family. I 
forgot whether I mentioned how tlie Juliana had two fair 
daughters, tlie Rosalind and the Isabella; and another, Caro- 
line by name, not so good looking as her half-aiaters, but, never- 
theless, a pleasing young person. 

" Well, when I came hithei', I had nothing to do but to fall 
in love with the two handsomeat ; and did ao, taldng many 
walks witli tliem, talking much nonsense ; passing long, dismal 
evenmgs ovei- horrid tea with them and tlieir mamma: laying 
I'egular BiGge,in fact, to these Margate beauties, who, according 
to the common rulo in such eases, eould not, I thought, last long. 

"Miserable deception 1 disgusting aristocratic blmdnessl" 
(Mr. Brandon always assumed tliat his own high birth and emi- 
nent position were granted.) "Would yon believe it, that I, 
who have seen, fought, and conquered in ao many places, should 
have been igoominioualy defeated here ! Just as American 
Jackson defeated our Peninsular veterans, I, an old Contmental 
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conquoi'ottixi,hayebeeii oreicoinebj Hiis igiiuble enemy, Thcae 
women have eatrtiDClied tliemaflvea so flimly in tbeir vulgai'itf, 
Ihat I have been beaten back auyerai timee wifb di^rnoe, being 
quite unable to make jm impresaoa. The monsters, too, keep 
up a dreadful fire from bebinii their entcenchinente ; and besides 
haye raiaDd the wliote countty agniost me ; in a 'Vrord, all the 
mnba of their acquaintance ore in arms. There is Bob Smith, 
tbe linendrapBi- ; Harry Jmies, who kPeps Wie fancy tea-ahop ; 
yoiuig Glauber, the apothecary ; and sundry other persons, wbo 
are ready to eat me when they see me io the streets ; and are 
all at the beck of the viof oiious Amazons, 

" How is a gentleman t« make bead against such a canaille 
as this! — a 'regular jacgafw. Once or twice I have thought of 
retreating ; but a retreat, for sundry reasons I have, is incon- 
venient. I can't go to London ; I am known at Dover ; I be- 
lieve there is a bill agwnst me at Canteifaury ; at CSiaiham, there 
are sundry quai'tered regiments whose recognition I should he 
unwilling to risk, I must stay here — and be hanged to the place 
— until ray better star ahall rise. 

" But I am determined that my stay shall be to some pur- 
pose ; and fo, to show bow persevering I am, I shall make one 
more trial upon the tlikd daughter, — yes, apon the third daugh- 
ter, a family Cinderella, who shall, I am determined, make her 
sisters creiier witli envy. I merely mean fun, you know — not 
mischief, — for Cbdetella is but a little child; and, besides, I 
am the most harmless fellow breathing, but must hare my joke. 
Now, Cindei-ella has a lovei', the bearded painter of whom I 
spoke to you in a former letter. He bas lately plunged into the 
most extraordinary fits of pnaaon for her, and is move mad than 
even he was before. Wo betide you, painter 1 Ihave nothing 
to do ; a month to do Uiat noUiing in ; in tbat time, mark my 
words, I will laugh at (hat painter's beard, Slionld you like a 
lock of it, or a sofa stuffed with it ! there is beaid enough ; or, 
should you like to see a specimen of poor little Cmderella'a 
golden ringlets ? Command your slave. I wish I had paper 
enough to write you an account of a gi'flnd Gann dinner, at 
which I Hseisted, and of a scene which there took place; and 

4 
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bow Cinderella was dresseil out, Dot by a faii'j,liut bja cbari- 
table iitohen-maid. imd was turned out of the TOom by her indig- 
nant mamma, for appearing in Oie scullion's fiaery. But raj 
faite does not lie in sucb descriptions of poUte life. We drank 
port, and toasts after dinner : here is the menu, and the names 
Mid order of the eaters." 

The bill of fare baa been given already, and need, not, there- 
fore, be again laid before the public 

" What a fellow that is I" Hoid young Lord Cinqbars, reading 
<he letter to his Mends, and In a profound admiration of bis 
tutor's genius, 

" And to tbink that be was a reading man ton, and took a 
double first," cried another ; " why, &s man's an Admirable 
Oriohfon." 

" Upon ray life, though, bo's a little too bod," said a thu'il 
who was a moralist. And with this a fresh bowl of milk-punch 
came reeking from (he college butteries, and the jovial party 
discnaaed that 



The Misses Macarty were excessively indignant that 
Mr. Fitch should have had the audacity to fall in love 
with their sister ; and poor Caroline's life was not, as 
may be imagined, made mtieh the happier by the envy 
and passion, thus excited. Mr. Fitch's amour was the 
source of a great deal of pain to her. Her mother 
would tauntingly say, that as both were beggars, they 
could not do better than marry ; npd declared, in the 
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same saiirieal way, that ahe should like nothing better 
than to see a large family of grandchildren aboiit her, to 
be plagues and burdens upon Lev, as her daughtei' was. 
The short way would have been, when the young paint- 
er's intentions were manifest, which tbey pretty speedily 
were, to have requested him immediately to quit the 
house; or, as Mr. Gann said, " to give him the sack at 
once;" to which measure the worthy man indignantly 
avowed that he would have resort. But his lady would 
not allow of any such rudeness ; although, for her part 
she professed the strongest scorn and contempt for tho 
painter. For the painful fact must be stated : Fitch had 
a short time previously paid no less a sum than a whole 
quarter's boai'd and lodging in advance, at Mrs. Gann's 
humble request, and he possessed his landlady's receipt 
for that sum ; the mention of which circumstance silen- 
ced Gann'a otgectdons at once. And, indeed, it is pretty 
certain that, with all her taunts to her daughter, and 
just abuse of Fitdi's poverty, Mi's. Gann in her heart 
was not altogether averse to the match. lu the first 
place, she loved match-making ; neit, she would be glad 
to be rid of her daughter at any rate; and, besides, 
Fitch's aunt, the auclioneei^'s wife, was rich, and had no 
children; painteis,as she had heard, make often a great 
deal of money, and Fitch might be a clever one for 
aught she knew. So be was allowed to remain in the 
house, an undeclared but very assiduous lover; and to 
sigh, and to moan, and make verees and porti'aits of his 
beloved, and build castles in the air as best he might 
Indeed, our humble Cinderella was in a very curious 
position. She felt a tender passion for the first fioor, 
and was adored by the second floor, and had to wait 
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upon Ixitli at the summons of the hell of either ; and as 
the poor little thing was compelled not to notice any of 
the si^hs and glances which the painter bestowed upon 
her, she also had schooled herself to maintain a quiet 
demeanour towai'ds Mr. Brandon, and not allow him to 
discover the secret which was labouring ia her littlo 
breast. 

I think it may he laid down as a pretty general 
rule, that most romantic little girls of Caroline's age 
have audi a budding sentiment as this young parson 
entertained; quite innocent, of course; nourished and 
talked of in delicious secrecy to !he confidante of the 
hour. Or el-« what are novels made for ? Had Caroline 
read of ValanMurt and Emily for nothing, on gathered 
no good example from those five tear-fraught volumes 
which describe the loves of Miss Helen Mar and Sir 
William Wallace! Many a time had she depicted 
Brandon in a fancy costume, such aa the fascinating 
Valancourt wore ; or painted herself as Helen, tying a 
sash round her knight's cuirass, and watching him forth 
to battle. Silly fancies, no doubt; but consider, madam, 
the poor girl's age and education ; the only instruction 
she had ever I'eceived was from these tender, kind-heart- 
ed, silly books ; the only happiness which Fate had 
allowed her was in this little silent world of fancy. It 
would he hard to grudge the poor thing her dreams; 
and many such did she h^ve and impart blushingly to 
honest Becky, as they sat by h h mbl kitchen-fire. 

Although it cost h he t a g t pang, she had 
once ventured to impio h u th not to send her 
upstairs to the lodgei* n f h shrunk at the 
notion of the oecurrenc tl at B an 1 n hould discover 
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her regard for Lim ; but this poiDt had. never entered 
Mrs. Gami's sagacious head. She thought liei- daughter 
wished to avoid Fitch, and sternly bade her do her 
duty, and not give herself such impertinent airs ; and, 
indeed, it can't be said that poor Caroline was very 
sorry at being compelled to continue to see Brandon. 
To do both gentlemen justice, neither ever said a word 
unfit for Caroline to Lear. Fitch would have been lorn 
to pieces by a thousand wild horses rather than have 
breathed a single syllable to hurt her feelings; and 
Brandon, though by no means so squeamisb on ordi- 
nary occasions, was innately a gentleman, and, from 
taste rather than from virtue, was cai-efully respectful 
in his behaviour to her. 

As for the Misses Macarly themselves, it has been 
stated that tbey had already given away their hearts 
several times; Miss Isabella being at this moment at- 
tached to a certain young wine-mercbant, and to Lieu- 
tenant or Colonel Swabber of the Spanish service; and 
Miss Rosalind having a decided fondness for a foreign 
nobleman, with black muatachios, who bad paid a visit 
to Margate. Of Miss Bella's lovers. Swabber had disap- 
peared ; but she still met the wine-merchant pretty 
often, and it is believed had gone veiy nigh to accept 
him. As for Miss Rosalind, I am sorry to say that tlie 
coarse of her true love ran by no means smoothly : the 
Frenchman had turned oat to be not a marquess, but a 
billiard-marker; and a sad, sore subject the disappoint- 
ment was with the neglected iady. 

We sbonld have spoken of it long since, had the 
subject been one that was much canvassed in the Gann 
femily ; bnt once when Gann had endeavoured to rally 
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his step-daughter on this unfortunate attachment (using 
for the purpose those delicate terms of wit for which the 
honest gentleman was always famous). Miss Linda had 
fiown into such a violent fury, and comported herself in 
a way so dreadful, that James Gann, Esquire, was f^rly 
fiightened out of his wits hy the threats, screams, and 
iroprecaiiona which she uttered. Miss Bella, who was 
disposed to he jocose likewise, was likewise awed into 
^lenee; for ber dear sister talked of tearing her eyes 
out that minute, and uttered some hints, too, regarding 
lore matters personally affecting Miss Bella herselii 
which caused that young lady to turn pale-red, to mut- 
ter something about " wicked lies," and to leave the 
room immediately. Nor was the subject ever again 
broached by the Ganns. Even when Mrs. Gann once 
talked about that odious French impostor, she was 
stopped immediately, not by the lady concerned, but by 
Miss Bella, who cried, sharply, "Mamma, hold your 
tongue, and don't vex our dear Linda by alluding to 
any such stuff." It is most probable that the young la- 
dies had bad a private conference, which, beginning a 
little fiercely at first, had ended amicably, and so the 
marquess was mentioned no more. 

Miss Linda, then, was compai-atively free (for Bob 
Smith, the linendraper, and young Glanbei', the apothe- 
cary, went for nothing) ; and, very luddly for her, a 
successor was found for the faithless Frenchman, almost 
immediately. 

This gentleman was a commoner, to be sure, but 
bad a good estate of five hundred a-year, kept his horse 
and gig, and was, as Mr. Gann remai'ked, as good a 
fellow as evei' lived. Let us say at once that the new 
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lover was no other than Mr. Swigby, From the da? 
when he had been introduced to the femily he appeared 
to be verj much attracted by the two sisters; sent a 
turkey off his own farm, and six bottles of prime Hol- 
lands, to Mr. and Mrs. Gann, in presents ; and, in ten 
abort days after hia first visit, iiad informed his friend 
Gann that he was violently in love with two women, 
whose names he would never — never breathe. The 
worthy Gann knew right well how the matter was ; for 
he had not failed to remark Snigbj's melancholy, and 
to attribute it to its right cause. 

Swigby was forty-eight years of age, stout, hearty, 
gay, much given to drink, and had nevei' been a lady's 
man, oi', indeed, passed half-a-dozen evenings in ladies' 
society. He thought Gann tie noblest and finest fellow 
ill ihe world. He nevei' heard any singing like James's, 
nor any jokes like tis ; nor had met with aueh an ac- 
complished gentleman or man of the world. " Gann 
has his faults," Swigby would say at the Bag of H'ails ; 
" whidi of us has not ? — but I tell you what, he's the 
greatest trump I ever see." Many scores of scores had 
he paid for Gann, many guineas and crown-pieces had 
he lent him, sines he came into his property some tliree 
years before. What were Swigby's former puj'suits I 
can't tell. What need we care? Hadn't lie five hun- 
dred 8-year now, and a horse and ^g? Ay, that ie 

Since hia accession to fortune, this gay young bache- 
lor had taken his share (what he called "his whack") 
of pleasure ; had been at one — nay, perhaps, at two — 
public-houses erery night ; and bad been drunk, I make 
no doubt, nearly a thousand times in the course of th« 
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ttree years. Many people had tried to cheat him; 
but, no, tto I he knew what was what, and in all mat- 
ter of money was simple and shrewd. Gann's gentility 
won him ; his bracing, his ton, and the stylish tuft on 
his chin. To be invited to his house was a proud rao- 
ment; and when ho went away, after' the banquet de- 
scribed in the last chapter, he was in a perfect fennent 
of love and liquor. 

"What a stylish woman is tliat Mrs. Gann!" 
thought he, as he tumbled into bed at his inn; "fine 
she must have been as a gal ! — foui-teen stone now, 
witliout saddle and bridle, and no mistake. And them 
Miss Maoartys, Jupiter ! what spanking, handsome, ele- 
gant creatures ! — real elegance in both on 'em ! Such 
hair ! — black's the word — as black as my mare ; such 
cheeks, such necks, and shoulders 1" At noon he re- 
peated these observations to Gann himself, as he walked 
np and down the pier with that gentleman, smoking 
Manilla cheroots. He was in raptures with his evening. 
Gann received his praises with much majestic good-hu- 

"Blood, sir!" said he, "blood's everything! Them 
gals have been brought np as few ever have, I don't 
speak of myself; but their mother — their mother's a 
lady, sir. Show me a woman in England as is better 
bred or knows the world more than my Jnliana !" 

"It's impawsible," said Swighy. 

" Think, of the company we've kep, sir, before onr 
misfortunes — the fust in the land. Brandenburg House, 
sir — England's injured queen. Law bless you, Juliana 
was always thei'e I" 

" I make no doubt, sir ; you can see it in her," said 
Swigby, solemnly. 
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" And aa for those gals, why, aint tbey related to 
the fust families in Ireland, sir! — In coui'se, they are. 
Aa I said before, blood's every thing ; and those young 
women have the best of it : they are connected witli the 
reglav old noblesse." 

"They have the best of every think, I'm sure," said 
Swigby, "and deserve it, too," and relapsed into his 
morning remarks, "What creatures! what elegance! 
what hair and eyes, sir I — black, and all's black, as I 
say. What complexion, sir ! — ay, and what makes, too 1 
Such a neck and shoulder I never see!" 

Gann, who bad his hands in his pockets (his friend's 
arm being hooked into one of his), here suddenly with- 
drew his band from its hiding-place, clenched his fist, 
assumed a horrible knowing grin, and gave Mi'. Swigby 
such a blow in the ribs as well-nigh sent him into the 
water. "You sly dog !" said Mr. Gann, with inexpres- 
sible emphasis, "you've found that out, too, have you ! 
Have a cai'e, Joe, my boy, — have a care." 

And herewith Gann and Joe burst into tremendous 
roars of laughter, fresh explosions taking place at inter- 
vals of five minutes during the rest of the walk. The 
two friends parted exceedingly happy ; and when they 
met that evening at "The Nails," Gann drew Swigby 
mysteriously into the bar, and thrust into his hand a 
triangulai' piece of pink paper, which the latter read : — 

" Mrs. Gann and the Misses Macarty request the linciur and 
pleasare of Mr. Swigbj's company (if you have no better en- 
gagement) to tea to-raorrow evaniog, at balf-past five. 
" Margarelta Cottage, 
Salamanca Boad JVorth. 
TJiuredaf/ esenh^." 
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The faces of tiie two gentlemen were wondeTfiilly 
expi'Csaive of satisfaction as tbis communication passed 
between Uiem. And I am led to believe that Mrs. 
Gann had been unusually pleased with her husband's 
conduct on that day, for honest James had no less than 
thiiteea and sixpence in his pocket, and insisted, as 
usual, upon standing glasses all round. Joe Swigby, 
left alone in the little parlour behind the bar, called fo* 
a sheet of paper, a new pen and a wafer, and in the 
space of talf-an-hour concocted a very spirited and sat- 
isfactory answer to this note; which was carried off by 
Gann, and duly delivered. Punctually at half-past five 
Mr, Joseph Swigby knocked at Margaretfa Cottage 
door, in his new coat with glistering brass buttons, his 
fece clean shaved, and his great ears shining over his 
great shirt-collar, delightfully bi-ight and red. 

What happened at this tea-party it is needless here 
to say ; but Swigby came away from it quite as much 
enchanted as before, and declared that the duets, sung 
by the ladies in hideous discord, were the sweetest mn- 
sic he bad ever heard. He sent the gin and the turkey 
tie next day; and, of course, was invited to dine. The 
dinner was followed up on his part by an offer to drive 
all the young-ladies and their mamma into the country; 
and he hired a very smart barouche to conduct them. 
The invitation was not declined ; and Fitch, too, was 
asked by Mr. Swigby, in the height of his good-humour, 
and accepted with the utmost delight "Me and Joe 
will go on the box," said Gann. "You four ladies and 
Mr. Fitch shall go inside. Can-y must go bodkin ; but 
she aint very big." 
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" Cany, indeed, will stop at home," said her mam- 
ma ; " sbe's uot fit to go out." 

At wLicli poor Fiteh's jaw fell ; it was in order to 
ride with her that he had agreed to accompany the 
party; nor could he escape now, having just promised 
so eagerly. 

"Oh, don't let's have f]iat proud Bi'andon," said the 
young ladies, when the good-natured Mr. Swigby pro- 
posed to ask that gentleman ; and therefore he was not 
invited to join them in their excursion ; but he stayed 
at home very unconcernedly, and saw tie barouche and 
its load drive off. Somebody else looted at it ftom the 
parlour-window with rather a heavy heart, and that 
some one was poor Caroline. The day was bright and 
sunshiny; the spring was beginning early; it would 
have been pleasant to have been a lady for once, and 
to have driven along in a caniage with prancing horses. 
Mr, Fitch looked after her in a very sheepish, melan- 
'choly way ; and was so dismal and silly during the 
first part, of the journey, that Miss Linda, who was aext 
him, said to her papa that she would change places 
with him ; and actually mounted the box by the side 
of the happy, trembling Mr. Swigby. How proud he 
was, to be sure? How knowingly did he spank the 
holies along, and fling out the shiOings at the turn- 
pikes ! 

" Biess you, ke don't cai-e for change !" said Gann, 
as one of the toll-takers offered k> render some coppers ; 
and Joe felt infinitely obliged to his fiiend for setting 
off his amiable qualities in such a way. 

O mighty Fate, that over us miserable mortals 
nilest supreme, with what small means are thy enda 
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effected! — with ivliat scornful ease and mean instru- 
ments does it please thee to govern mankind! Let 
eack man think of the circumstaneea of his life, and 
how its lot has been detevmiiied. The getting up a 
little earlier or later, the turning down this street or 
that, the eating of this diah or the other, may inHuence 
all the yeai's and actions of a future life. ■ Mankind 
walks down the left-hand side of Eegent Street instead 
of the right, and meets a friend who asks him to dinner, 
and goes, and finds the turtle renjarkahly good, and the 
iced punch very cool and pleasant ; and, being in a 
merry, jovial, idle mood, has bo objection to a social 
rubber of whist — nay, to a few more glasses of that 
cool punch. In tie niosl careless, good-humoured way, 
he loses a few points ; and still feels thirsty, and loses 
a few more points ; and, like 3 man of spirit, increases 
his stakes, to be sure, and just by that walk down 
Regent Street is ruined for life. Or he walks down the 
rightrhand side of Itegent Street instead of the left, and, 
good Heavens ! who is that charming young creature 
who has ittppdth fmMF 
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once, and blushes. EruhuU, salva est res. She has 
blushed, and you are all right In a week you are in- 
trodtieed to the family, and pronounced a charming 
young fellow of high piinciplea. In three iveeis jou 
have danced twenty-nine quadiillea with her, and 
whisked her through several miles of walfaes. In a 
month Mrs. O'iFlaherty has flung herself into the arms 
of her mother, just having come from a visit to the vil- 
lage of Gretna, near Carlisle ; and you have an account 
at your banker's ever after. What is the cause of all 
this good fortune? — a walk on a particular side of 
K^ent Street. And so true and indisputable is this 
fact, that there is a young north country gentleman, 
with whom I am acquainted, that daily paces up and 
down the abovenamed street for many hours, fully ex- 
pecting that such an adventure will happen to him ; 
for which end he keeps a cab in readiness at tiie corner 
of Vigo Lane. 

Now, after a dissei'tation in this history, the reader 
is pretty sure to know tliat a mora! is coming ; and the 
(acts connected with our tale, ivhicJi are to bs drawn 
from the above little essay on fete, are simply these ; — 
I. K Mr. Fitch had not heard Mr. Swigby invite all the 
ladies, he would have refused Swigby's invitation, and 
stayed at home. 2. If he had not been in the carriage, 
it is quif« certfun that Miss Rosalind Macarty would not 
have been seated by him on the back seat. 3. If ho 
had not been sulky, she never would have asked her 
papa to let her take his place on the box. 4. If she 
had not taken her papa's place on the box, not one of 
the circumstances would have happened which did 
happen ; and which were as follows : — 
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1. Miss Bella remaned inside. 

3. Mr. Swigby, who was wavering between the two, 
like a certain animal between two bundles of hay, waa 
determined by this circumstance, and made proposals 
to Miss Linda, whispering ia Miss Linda : " Miss, I aint 
equal to the like of yow'; but I'm heai-ty, healthy, and 
have five Imndred a-year. Will you marry me !" In 
fact, this very speech had been taught him by cun- 
ning Gann, who saw well enough that Swigby would 
speak to one or other of his daughters. And to it the 
young lady replied, also in a whispering, agitated tone, 
"Law, Mr. 8.! What an odd man ! How can you T 
And, after a little pause, added, "Speak to mamma." 

3. (And this is the main point of my stoiy.) If 
little Caroline had been allowed to go out, she never 
would have been left alone with Brandon at Margate. 
When Fate wills that something shonld come to pass, 
she sends forward a million of little circuraatances to 
clear and prepare the way. 

In the month of April (as indeed in half-a-score of 
other months of the yeai'} the reader may have remark- 
ed that the cold north-east wind is prevalent ; and that 
when, tempted by a glimpse of sunshine he issues forth 
to take the air, he receives not only it, bnt such a quan- 
tity of it as is enough to keep him shivering through 
the rest of the miserable month. On one of these 
happy days of English weather (it was the very day 
before the pleasure party described in the last chapter) 
Mr. Brandon, cursing heartily his country, and thinking 
how infinitely more congenial to him were the winds 
and habits prevalent in other nations, was inarching 
over the clifts near Mai^ate, in the midst of a storm of 
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shrill efist wind whieli no ordinary mortal could bear, 
when he fouud perched on the cliff, hia fingers blue with 
cold, the celebrated Andi'ca Fitch, employed in Bketch- 
ing a. land or a sea-scape on a sheet of grey paper, 

"You have chosen a line day for sketching," said 
Mr. Brandon, bitterly, his thin aquiline nose peering 
out livid from the fur collar of his coat. 

Mr. Fitch smiled, understanding the allusion. 

"An bartist, sir," said ho, "doesn't mind the cold- 
ness of the weather. There was a chap in the Acad- 
emy who took sketches twenty degrees below zero in 
Hiceland — Mount 'Ecla, sir ! E wm the man that gave 
the first hidea of Mount 'Ecla for the Surrey Zoological 
Gardens.". 

"He must have been a wonderful enthusiast!" said 
Mr. Brandon ; " I feney that most men would prefer to 
mt at home, and not numb their fingers in such a 
freezing storm as this !" 

" Storm, air !" replied Fitch, majestically ; " I live 
in. a storm, sir ! A true artist is never so 'appy as when 
lie can have the advantage to gaze upon yonder tem- 
pestuous hoeean in one of its hangry moods." 

"Ay, there comes the steamer," answered Mr. 
Brandon; "I can fancy that there are a score of un- 
happy people on board who are not artists, and would 
wish to behold your ocean quiet." 

" They are not poets, sir ; the glorious hover-chang- 
ing expression of the great countenance of Nature is 
not seen by them, no more than tlie storm and the sun- 
shine which rages and gleams haltemately in the fece 
of my favourite hactor, Mr. M'Hasterist, is seen by the 
gents in the gallery. They aj-e too far away from it, sir : 
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tbose vulgar people, sucking their horanges and paying 
their shilling. I should consider myself unworthy my 
hart, if I could not hear a little privation of cold or 'eat 
for its sate. And hesides, sir, whatever their hardships 
may be, such a sight hamply repays me ; for, although 
my private sorrows may be (has they are) tremendous, 
I never can look nhroad upon the gi'een hearth and 
hawfiil sea, without in a measure forgetting my personal 
woes and wrongs ; for what right has a poor creature 
lite me to thint of hia affairs in the presence of such a 
spectacle as this 1 I can't, sir ; I feel ashamed of my- 
self ; I bow my head and am quiet. When I set my- 
sdf to examining hai't, sir {by which I mean nature), I 
don't dare to thint of any thing else." 

" You worship a very charming and consoling mis- 
tress," answered Mr. Brandon, with a superdlions air, 
lighting and beginning to smoke a cigar ; " your en- 
thusiasm does you credit." 

" If you have another," said Andrea Fitch, " T 
shonld like to smoke one, for you seem to have a real 
feeling about hart, and I was argetting so deucediy cold 
here that really there was scarcely any hearing of it." 

"The cold is very severe," replied Mr. Brandon. 

" No, no, it's not the weather, sir !" said Mr. Fitch ; 
"it's here, sir, here," (pointing to the left side of hia 
waistcoat). 

" What I you, too, have had sori'ows V 

"Sori'ows, sir! hagonies — hagonies, which I have 
never unfolded to any mortal ! I have endured hal- 
most hevery thing. Poverty, sir 'unger, hobloquy, 'ope- 
less lovo! — but for my hart, sir, I should be the most 
miserable wretch in the world !" 
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And herewith Mr. Fitch began to pour forth into 
Mr. Brandon's ears the histoi'y of some of those sor- 
rows nnder which he lahoured, and which he commu- 
nicated to every single person who wonid listen to him. 

Mr. Brandon was greatly amused by Fitch's prattle, 
and the latter told him under what privations he had 
studied his ait : how he had starved for three years in 
Paris and Rome, while labouring at his profession ; how 
meanly jealous the Royal Academy was, wbich would 
never exhibit a single one of his pictures ; how he had 
been driven fj'om the Hetemal City by the attentions 
1 fat Mrs. Carrickfergus, who absolutely 
s to him ; and how he was at this 
moment (a fact of which Mr. Brandon was already 
quite aware) madly and desperately in love with one 
of the most beautifiil maidens in this world. For Fitch, 
having a mistress to his heart's desire, was boiling with 
impatience to have a confidant ; what, indeed, would 
be the joy of love, if one were not allowed to speak of 
one's feelings to a friend who could know how to sym- 
pathise with them ! Fitch was sure Brandon did, be- 
cause Brandon was the veiy first person with whom 
the painter had talked since he had come to the resolu- 
tion recorded in the last chapter. 

" I hope she is as rich as that unlucky Mrs. Car- 
rickfergus, whom you treated so cruelly ?" said the con- 
fidant, affecting entire ignorance. 

" Rich, sir ? no, I thank Heaven, she h.is not a 
penny!" said Fitch, 

'■I presume, then, you are yourself independent," 
Gaid Brandon, smiling ; " for in the marriage state, one 
or the other of the parties concerned should bring a 
portion of Ihe fiftliv lucre?" 
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"Haven't I my profeasioD, sir J" said Fiteli, majes- 
tically, having declared five miautes before tbat !ie 
starved in his profession. " I)o you suppose a painter 
gets nothing ? Haven't I borders from the first people 
in Europe! — <!ommissiona, air, to hexecute 'istory-pieces, 
battle-pieces, baltar-pieces V 

" M as tei'- pieces, I am sure," said Brandon, bowing 
politely ; " for a gentleinan of your astonisliing genius 
can do no other." 

The delighted artist I'eceived this compliment with 
many blushes, and vowed and protested that his per- 
formances were not really worthy of such high praise; 
but he fancied Mr. Brandon a great connoisseur, never- 
theless, and unburdened his mind to him in a manner 
still more open. Fitch's stetch was by this time fin- 
ished ; and, putting his drawing implements together, 
he rose, and the gentlemen walked away. The sketch 
was hugely admired by Mr. Brandon, and when they 
came home, Fitch, culling it dexterously out of his 
boot, presented it in a neat speech to his fiiend, " the 
^fted bamatour." 

" The gifted bamateiir" received the drawing with a 
profusion of thanks, and so much did he value it, that 
he had actually torn off a piece to light a segar with, 
when he saw that words were written on the other side 
of the paper, and deciphered the following : 



A fiumble flower long time I pine 
Upon the aolifaiy plain, 

And trembled at the angry wind, 
And shrank before the bitter ri 
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And, oh i how in a bleaacd hour, 
A pnasing wanderer dianoed to see ; 

And, pitying t]ie lonelj flower, 
To atoop and gathec me. 

I fear no more the tempest rude, 

On droavy heath no more I pine ; 
But left my checi'leee solitude, 

To daok the breast of Caroline. 
Alas I oor days are brief at beat. 

Nor Jong I feel wiU mine endure. 
Though flhelter'd here apon a breast 

So gentle and so pure. 

It draws the frngranee from my leaves. 

It robs me of my sweetest breath; 
And every time it falls and jieaves. 

It warns me of my coming death. 
But one I know wonld glad foregu 

All joya of lite to be as I; 
An hour to rest ou tbat sweet breaat. 

And then, contented die. 



Wlien. Mr. Brandon had finished the perusal of 
these verses, he laid them down with an air of consid- 
erable vexation. " I^ad !" said he, *^ this fellow, fool 
as he is, is not so great a fool as he seems ; and if he 
goes on this way, may finish by turning tlie girl's head. 
They can't resist a man if he but presses hard enough 
— I know they can't !" And here Mr. Brandon nmsed 
over his various experience, which confirmed his obser- 
vation, that he a man ever so silly, a gentlewoman will 
yield to him out of sheei' weariness And he thought 
of several cases in which, by the persevering applica- 
tion of copies of verses, young ladies had been brought, 
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G2 A siiVnns ^F^T^cl story 

from dislike to sufterance of ii ra<in from sufferance to 
partiality, and from partiaJitj to St. Geoige's, Hanover 
Square 'A ruffian who rauidere his h'a to cany off 
such a ilelicntp little creatuia la th*.t'" cried he in a 
transport . ' it shall never be li I can prevent it !" He 
thought Caroline more and more beautiful every in- 
stant, and was himself by this time almost as much in 
love with her as Fitch himself. 

Mr. Brandon, then, saw Fitcb depart in Sivigby's 
carriage with no ordinai'y feelings of pleasure. Miss 
Caroline was not with them. "Now is my time I" 
thought Brandon ; and, ringing the bell, he enquired 
with some anxiety, from Becky, where Miss Caroline 
was ! It must be confessed tliat misti'ess and maid were 
at their usual occupation, working and reading novels 
in the back-parlour. Poor Carry ! what other pleasure 
had she i 

She had not gone through many pages, or Becky 
advanced many stitches in the darning of that table- 
cloth which the good housewife, Mrs. Gann, had confi- 
ded to her charge, when an huuihle knock was heard at 
the door of the sitting- room, that caused the blushing 
Caroline to Iremble and drop her book, as Miss Lydia 
Languish does in the play. 

Ml'. George Brandon entered with a very demnre 
air. He held in his hand a black satin neck-scarf, of 
which a part had come to be broken. He could not 
wear it in its present condition, that was evident ; but 
Miss Caroline was blushing and trenihling a great deal 
too much to suspect that this wicked Brandon had him- 
self torn his own scarf with his own hands one mo- 
ment before lie entered the room. 1 don't know 
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ivliPtJier Beeky had any suspicioDS of this feet, or 
wliether )t was only the OKJinary roguish look which 
she had when any thing pleased her, that now lighted 
up her ej es and caused her mouth to expand smilingly, 
and her iat, red clieeks to gather up into wrinkles. 

" I have had a sa<I tniafortune," smd he, " and should 
he very much obliged indeed to Miss Caroline to repair 
it." (Caroline was said with a kind of tender hesita- 
tion that caused the young woman, so named, to blush 
more than ever.) "It is the only stock I have in the 
world, and I can't go bare-necked into the streets ; can 
1, Mrs. Becky ?" 

"Ko, sure," said Becky, 

" Not unless I was a celebrated painter, like Mr. 
Fitcb," added Mr. Brandon, with a Emile, which was 
reflected speedily u])on tlie face of tbe lady whom he 
wished to interest. "Those great geniuses," he added, 
" may do anything." 

"For," aays Becky, "hee's got enough beard on 
lieea faze to keep bees neck warm 1" At which remark, 
tliough Miss Caroline very properly said, " For shi 
Becky 1" Mr. Brandon was so convulsed with laugh- 
ter, that he fairly fell down upon the sofa on wtich 
Miss Caroline was seated. How she startled and trem- 
bled, as he Sung bis arm upon the back of the couch 
.Mr. Brandon did not attempt to apologise for what wa 
;m act of considerable impertinence, but continued met 
liiessly to make many more jokes concerning pool 
Fitch, which were so cleverly snited to the comprehension 
of the maid and the young mistress, as to elicit a great 
number of roars of laughter from the one, and to cause 
the otber to smile in spite of herfelf. Indeed Brandon 
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had gained a vast reputation with Becky in his 
morning colloquies with her, and she was ready to 
laugh at any single wokI which it pleased him to utter. 
How many of hia good things had this honest scullion 
carried down stairs to Caroline, and how pitilessly had 
she. contrived to estropier them in, their passage from 
the drawing-room to the kitchen. 

Well, then, while Mr, Brandon " was a-going on," as 
Becky said, Caroline had taken his stock, and her Kttle 
fingers were occupied in repairing the damage he had 
done to it. Was it clumsiness oa her part ! Certain it 
is that the rent took several minutes to repair ; of them 
the mangeur des cmurs did not fail to profit, conversing 
in an easy, kindly, confidential way, which set our flut- 
tering heroine speedily at rest, and enabled her to reply 
to his continual queries, addressed with much adroitness 
and an air of fratemai interest, by a number of those 
pretty, little, timid, whispering, yeses and noes, and those 
gentle quick looks of the eyes, wherewith young and 
modeat maidens ai* wont to reply to the questions of 
seducing young bachelors. Deai' yeses and noes, how 
beautiful you are when gently whispered by pretty lips ! 
— glances of quick innocent eyes, how charming are 
you ! — and how charming the soft blush that steals over 
the clieek, towards which the dark lashes are drawing 
the full blue-veined eyehda doivu. And here let the 
wiiter of this solemnly declare upon his veradty, that 
he means nothing but what is right and moral. But 
look, I pi'ay you, at an innocent, bashfiil girl, of sixteen ; 
if she be but good, she must be pretty. She is a wo- 
man now, but a girl still. How delightful all her ways 
are! How exquisite her instinctive grace ! All the arts 
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of all the Cleopatraa are not so captivaiing as her na- 
ture. Who can I'esist her confiding simplicity, ov fail to 
be touched and conquered by her gentle appeal to pro- 
tection ! 

All this Mr. Brandon saw and felt, as many a gen- 
tleman educated in this school will. It is not because 
a man is a rascal himself that he cannot appreciate vir- 
tue and purity very keenly ; and our hero did feci for 
this simple, gentle, tender, artless creature, a real respect 
and sympaihj — a sympathy so fresh and delicious, that 
he was but too glad to yield to it and indulge in it, and 
which he mistooi, probably, for a real love of virtue, 
and a return to the days of his innocence. 

Indeed, Mr. Brandon, it was no such thing. It was 
only because vice and debauch were stale for the mo- 
ment, and this pretty virtue new. It was only because 
your cloyed appetite was long unused to this simple 
meat that yon felt so feeen a relish for it ; and I thought 
of yon only the Jast blessed Saturday, at Mr. Love- 
grove's, West India Tavern, Blaekwajj, where a com- 
pany of fifteen epicures, who had scorned the turtle, 
poohpoohed the punch, and sent away the whitebait, 
did suddenly and simultaneously mate a nieh upon — a 
dish of hearts and bacon. And if the assiduous reader 
of novels will think upon some of the most celebrated 
works of that species, which have lately appeared in this 
and other countiies, he will find, amidst much debaudi 
of sentiment, aud enervating dissipation of intellect, that 
the writeis have from time to time a returning appetite 
for innocence and freshness, and indulge us with occa- 
sional repasts of beans and bacon. How long Mr. Bran- 
don remained by Miss Caroline's side I have no means 
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is probable, however, that he stayed a 
much longer lame than was necessary for the meuding 
of his black satin stock. I believe, indeed, that he read 
to the ladies a great part of the Mysteries of Udolpho, 
oyer which they were engaged ; and interspersed his 
reading with many remarks of his own, both tender and 
satirical. Whether he was in her company half-an-hour 
or four hours, this is certain, that the time slipped away 
very swiftly witli poor Caroline ; and when a carriage 
drove up to the door, and shrill voices were heard crying 
" Becky 1" " Cany !" and Rebecca, the maid, starting up, 
cried, " Lor', here's missus !" and Brandon jumped ratiiet 
suddenly off the sofa, and fled np the stairs — when sll 
these events took place, I know Caroline felt very sad 
indeed, and opened the door for her parents with a very 
heavy heart. 

Swigby helped Miss Linda off the box with exces- 
sive tenderness. Papa was busUing and roaring in high 
good-humour, and called for " hot water and tumblers 
immediately," Mre, Gann was gracious ; and Miss Bell 
sulky, as she had good reason to be, for she insisted 
upon taking the front seat in the carriage before her 
sister, and had lost a husband by that very piece of ob- 
stinacy. 

Mr. Fitch, as he entered, bestowed upon Caroline a 
heavy sigh and a deep stai'e, and silently ascended to 
his own apartment He was lost in thought The fact 
is, he was trying to remember some verses regarding a 
^■iolet, which he had made five years before, and which 
he had somehow lost from among his papers. So he 
went up stairs, muttering, 

" A humtle flower long elqcb I pinad 
Upon n solitary plBin " 
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CHAPTER VI. 



It will not be necessary to describe the particulars of 
the festivities which took place on the oeeaaion of Mr 
Swigby's marriage to Mi^ Macaity. The happy pair 
went off in a post-chaise and four to the biidegroom's 
country-seat, accompanied by the biide's blushing sister : 
and when the first week of their matrimonial bliss was 
ended, that worthy woman, Mrs, Gann, with hei' excel- 
lent husband, went to visit the young couple. Miss 
Caroline was left, therefore, sole mistress of the house, 
and received especial cautions fi-om her mamma as to 
prudence, economy, the proper management of the 
lodgers' bills, and the necessity of staying at home. 

Considering that one of the gentlemen remaining in 
the house was a declared lover of Miss Caroline, I think 
it is a httie surprising that her mother should leave her 
unprotected ; but in this matter the poor are not so par- 
ticular as the rich ; and so this young lady was con- 
signed to the guardianship of her own innocence, and 
the lodgei's' loyalty : nor was there any reason why 
Mrs. Gann should doubt the latter. As for Mr. Pitch, 
he would have far preferi'ed to be torn to pieces by ten 
thousand wild horses, rather than to offer fo the young 
woman any unkindness or insult ; and how was Mrs. 
Cfann to suppose that her other lodger was a whit less 



=,!., Google 



loyal ? that he had any partiality for a peraoQ of whom 
he always spoke of as a mean, insignificant, little liaby ? 
So, without any misgivings, and in a one-horse fly with 
Mr. Ganu by her side, with a bran new greea coat and 
gilt buttons, Juliana Gann went forth to visit her he- 
loved child, and console her in her married state. 

And here, were I allowed to occupy the reader with 
extraneous matters, I could give a very curious and 
touching pict e f th '^w by n ^ y Mrs. 8., I am 
very sony to q ell d th h husband on the 

third day afte th n mar g — If what, pr'jthee? 
Why, hecaus h Id m L and no gentleman 

ought to smok Sw by th f p tiently resigned 
his pipe, and with t f th q test happiest, kind- 

^t companions of his solitude. He was a different 
man after this ; his pipe was as a limh of his body. 
Having on Tuesday conqiiered the pipe, Mrs. Swigby, 
on Thursday, did battle wili her husband's rum-and- 
water, — a drink of an odious smell, as she very properly 
observed ; and the smell was doubly odious, now that 
tbe tobacco smoke no longer perfumed the parlour- 
breeze, and counteracted the odours of the juice of West 
India sugai'-canes. On Thursday, then, Mr. Swigby 
and rum held out pretty bravely. Mrs. S. attacked the 
punch with some sharp-shooting, and fiei'ce chains of 
vulgarity ; to which S. replied, by opening the battery 
of oaths {chiefly directed to his own eyes, however), and 
loud protestations that he would never surrender. In 
three days more, however, the rum and-watei- was gone. 
Mr. Swigby, defeated, and prostrate, had given up that 
stronghold ; his young wife and sister were triumphant ; 
and his poor mother, who occupied her son's house, and 
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had till now taken her place at the head of his table, 
saw that her empire was for ever lost, and was prepar- 
ing suddenly to succumb to the iinpeiious claims of the 
mistress of the mansion. 

All this, I say, I wish I had the liberty to describe 
at large, as also to narrate the arrival of majestic Mrs. 
Gann ; and a hatUe-royal which speedily took place 
between the two worthy mothers-in-law. Noble is the 
hatred of ladies who stand in this relation to each other; 
each sees what injury the other is inflicting upon her 
darling child ; each mistrusts, detests, and to her off- 
apring privHy abuses the arts and crimes of the other. 
A house with a wife is often warm enough ; a house 
with her wife and mother is rather warmer than any 
spot on the known globe ; a house with two mothers- 
in-law is so excessiyely hot, that it can be likened to no 
place on earth at all, butone must go lower for i simile 
Think of a wife who despises her husband and teaches 
him manners ; of an elegant sister, who jo ns n rally 
ing him (this was almost the only po t of u on be- 
tween Bella and Linda now, — for since tl e ma nage 
Linda hated her sister consumedly). Th L I sav of 
two motherain-law, — one, large, pompous, and atro 
ciousiy genteel, — another coai'se and shrill, determined 
not to ha^'e her son put upon, — and you may see what 
a happy fellow Joe Swigby was, and into what a piece 
of good luck he had fallen. 

What would have become of him without his father- 
in-law ? Indeed one shudders to think ; hut the con- 
sequence of that gentleman's arrival and intervenlaon 
was speedily this : — About fonr o'clock, when the din- 
ner was removed, and the quarrelling used commonly 
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100 H y (iENTEEL STORr. 

to S9t n th tw g ts (we love to call tbem by that 
delighttul t tl ) — tb t to gents took their hats, and sal- 
lied out and ^. n has found when the body is in- 
flamed tl at th J. pi cation of a stnngent medicine may 
cause the ill to disappear for a while, only to return 
elsewhere with greater force ; in like manner, Mrs. 
Swigby's sudden victoiy over the pipe and rum-and- 
water, although it had caused a temporary cessation of 
the evil of which she complained, was quite unable to 
stop it altogether ; it disappeared from one spot only 
to rage with more violence elsewhere. In Swigby's par- 
lour, rum and tobacco odours rose no more (except, in- 
deed, when Mrs, Gann would partake of the formei' as 
a restorative) ; but if you could have seen the Half- 
Moon and Snuffers down the village ; if you could have 
seen the good dry skittle-ground which stretched at the 
back of that inn, and the window of the back parlour 
which superintended that skittle-gi'Oimd ; if the hour at 
which you beheld these objects was evening, what time 
the rustics from their toils released, trolled the stout 
ball amidst the rattling pins (the oaken pins that stand- 
ing iu the sun did cast long shadows on the golden 
award) ; if you had remarked all this, I say, you would 
have also seen in tJie back parlour a tallow candle 
twinkling in the shade, and standing on a little greasy 
table. Upon the greasy table was a pewter porter-pot, 
and to the left a teaspoon glittering in a glass of gin ; 
close to each of these two delicacies was a pipe of to- 
bacco ; and behind the pipes sat Mr. Gann and Mr. 
Swigby, who now made the Haif-Moon and Snuffers 
their usual place of resort, and forgot their married 
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In spite of all our promises of brevitj', tliese things 
have taken some space to describe ; and the reader 
must also know that some short interval elapsed ere 
they occurred. A month at least passed away before 
Mr. Swigby had decidedly taken up bis position at the 
little inn : all this time, Gann was staying with his son- 
in-law, at the latter's most earnest request ; and Mrs. 
Gann remained under the same roof at her own desire. 
Not the hints of her daughter, not the bioad questions 
of the dow^;er Mi's. Swigby, could induce honest Mrs, 
Gaun to stir from her quarters. She had had her 
lodger's money in advance, as was the worthy woman's 
custom ; she knew Margate in April was dreadful dull, 
and she determined to enjoy the country until the jo- 
vial town season arrived. The Canterbury coachman, 
whom Gann knew, and who passed through the vil- 
lage, used to take her cargo of novels to and fro ; and 
the old lady made herself as happy as circumstances 
would allow. Should any thing of importance occur 
during her mamma's absence, Caroline was to make 
use of the same conveyance, and inform Mrs. Gann iu 

Miss Caroline looked at her papa and mamma as 
the vehicle which was to bear them to the newly-mai^ 
ried couple moved up the street ; but, strange to say, 
she did not feel that heaviness of heart which she be- 
fore had experienced when forbidden to share the festi- 
vities of her family, but was on this occasion more happy 
than any one of them, — so happy, that the young wo- 
man felt quite ashamed herself; and Becky was fain 
to remark how her mistress's cheek flushed, and her 
eye sparkled {and turned perpetually to the door), and 
her whole littie frame was in n flutter, 
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" I wondei- if he will come," said the little teart ; 
and the eyes turned and looked at that well-known 
Bofa-comer, whore he had been placed a fortnight be- 
fore. He looked exactly like Lord Byron, that he did, 
with his pale brow, and his slim hai'e neck; only not 
half so wicked — no, bo. She was sure that her— her 

Mr. Br her Bran her George, was as good as 

he was beautiful. Don't let us be angry with her for 
calling him George ; the ^rl was bred in an humble 
sentimental school; she did not know enough of so- 
ciety to be squeamish ; she never thought that she 
could be his really, and gave way in the silence of her 
fency to the fui! extent of her affection for him. 

She had not looked at the door above twenty-flvo 
times— that is to say, her parents had not quitted the 
house ten minutes— -when, sure enough, the latch did 
ratUe, the door opened, and with a faint blush on his 
cheek divine Qeoi^e entered. He was going to make 
some excuse, as on the former occasion ; but ho looked 
fiist into Caroline's iace, which was beaming with joy 
and smiles ; and the little thing, in return, regarded 
bim, and — made room for him on the sofa. 0, sweet 
instinct of love ! Brandon had no need of excuses, but 
Bat down, and talked away as easily, happily, and con- 
fidentially, and neither toot any note of time, Andrea 
Fitch (the sly dog !) witnessed the Gann departure with 
feelings of exultation, and !iad laid some deep plans of 
his own with regard to Miss Caroline. So strong was 
his confidence in his friend on the first floor, that An- 
drea actually descended to those apartments, on his way 
to Mrs. Gann's parlour, in order to consult Mr. Brandon, 
and make known to him his plan of operations. 
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It would Iiave made your heart break, or, at the 
very le^t, your sides aclie, to behold the countenance 
of poor Mr. Fitch, as he thrust his bearded head in at tiie 
door of tho parlour. There was Brandon lolling . on 
the sofa, at his ease ; Becky in full good humour ; and 
Caroline, always absurdly indined to blnsh, blushing at 
Fitch's appearani;e more than ever! She could not 
1 help looking from him slyly and gently into the face 
of Mr. Brandon. That gentleman, saw the look, and 
did not fail to interpret it. It was a confession of love 
— an appeal for protection. A thrill of delightful 
vanity shot through Brandon's frame, and made his 
heart throb, as he noticed this look of poor Caroline, 
He answered it with one of his own that was cruelly 
wrong, cruelly triumphant, and sarcastic ; and he shout- 
ed out to Mr, Fitch, with a loud, disconcerted tone, 
which only made that young painter feel more awk- 
ward than ever he had been. Fitch made eome clumsy 
speech regarding his dinner, — whether that meal was 
to bo held, in the absence of the parents, at the usual 
hour, and then took his leave. 

The poor fellow had been pleasing himself with the 
notion of taking this daily meal t&te-a-tete with Caro- 
line. What progress would ho make in her heart 
during the absence of her parents ! Did it not seem 
as if the firat marriage had been arranged on purpose 
to facilitate Ms own ? He determined thus his plan 
of campaign. He would make, in the first place, the 
most beautiful drawing of Caroline that ever was seen. 
"The conversations Til 'ave with her during the sit- 
tings," sa^ he, " will carry me a pretty long way ; the 
drawing itself will be so beautiful, that she can't I'esist 
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ha ■wn e her verses in her halbum, and make 

esign ve of my passion for her," And so our 

p V char dreamed and dreamed. He had, 

en h ished himaeif in a house in Newman 

Street, with a footman to open the door. Caroline waa 
up-stairs, hia wife, and her picture the crack portrait 
of the Exhibition. With her by his side, Andrea Fitch 
felt he could do any thing. Half-a-dozen carriages at 
hia door, — a hundred guineas for a kit-cat portrait. 
Lady Fitch, Sir Andrew Fiteh, the President's chain,— 
all sorta of bright visions floated before his imagina- 
tion; and as Caroline was the first precious condition 
of his preferment, he determined forthwith to begin, 
and realise that. 

But, oh, disappointment! on coming down to din- 
ner at three o'clock to that charming teie-a-t&te, he 
found DO less than four covers laid on the table. Miss 
Caroline blushing (according to custom) at the head of 
it ; Becky, the maid, grinning at the foot ; and Mr. 
Brandon sitting quietly on one side, as much at home, 
forsooth., as if lie had held that position for a year. 

The fact is, that the moment after Fitch retired, 
Brandon, inspired by jealousy, had made the same re- 
.quest which had been brought forward by the painter ; 
nor must the Mies iDe too angry with Caroline, i^ afte* 
some scruples and struggles, she yielded to the propo- 
sal. Remember that the girl was the daughter of a 
boarding-house, accustomed to contimial dealings with 
her mamma's lodgers, and up to the present moment 
thinking herself as safe among them as the young 
person who walked through Ireland witli a bright gold 
wand, in the scene of Mr. Thomas Moore. Cn the 
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point, however, of Brandoa'a admission, it must be con- 
fessed, for Caroline's honour, that she did hesitate. She 
felt that she entertmned very different feelings towards 
him to those viik which any other lodger or man had 
inspired her, and made a little movement of resistance 
at first. But tKe poor girl's modesty overcame this, 
as well as her wish. Ought she to avoid him ? Ought 
she not to stifle any preference which, she might feel 
towards him, and act towards him with the same in- 
diference which she would show to any other person 
in 3 like situation ? Was not Mr, Fitch to dine at table 
as usual, and had she refused him ? So reasoned she 
in her heart. Silly, little, cunning heart ! it knew tbat 
all these reasons were lies, and that she should avoid 
the man ; but she was willing to accept of any pretext 
for meeting, and so made a kind of compromise with 
ner conscience. Dine he should ; but Becky should 
dine too, and be a protector to her. , Becky laughed 
loudly at the idea of tJiia, and took her place with huge 
delight. 

It is needless to say a word about this dinner, as we 
have already described a former meal ; suffice it to say, 
that the presence of Brandon caused the painter to be 
excessively sulky and uncomfortable ; and so gave hia 
rival, who was gay, triumphant, and at his ease, a de- 
cided advantage over him. Nor did Brandon neglect 
to use this to the utmost When Fitch retired to his 
own apartments — not jealous as yet, for the simple fel- 
low believed every word of Brandon's morning conver- 
sation with him— but vaguely annoyed and disappointed, 
Brandon assailed him with all the force of ridicule ; at 
all bis manners, words, looks, he joked mercilessly; 
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laughed at his low birth (Miss Gann, be it re 
had been tanght fo pique herself upon her own family), 
and invented a series of stories concerning bis past life 
which made the ladies-^forBecty, being in the parlour, 
must be considered as such — conceive the greatest 
contempt and pity for the poor painter. 

After this, Mr, Brandon would expatiate with much 
eloquence upon his own superior attractions and quali- 
ties. He talked of bjs consin, Lord 8o-and-30, with the 
easiest air imaginable; told Caroline what princesses 
he had danced with at foreign courts ; frightened her 
with accounts of dreadful duels he had fought; in a 
word, " posed " before her as a hero of the mcst sublime 
kind. How the poor little thing drank in all his tales ; 
and how she and Becky (for they now occupied the 
same bedroom) talked oyer them at night! 

Miss Caroline, as Mr. Fitch has already stated, had 
in her possession, like almost every young lady in Eng- 
land, a little square book called an album, containing 
prints from annuals; hideous designs of flowers; old 
pictures of feded fashions, cut out and pasted into the 
leaves; and small scraps of verses selected from Byron, 
Landon, or Mrs. Hemans ; and written out in the girlish 
hand of the owner of the book, Brandon looked over 
this work with a good deal of curiosity — for he con- 
tended, alwaj^, that a girl's disposition might be learned 
from the character of this museum of hers— and found 
here several sketches by Mr. Fit«h, for which, before 
that gentleman had declai'ed his passion for her, Caro- 
line had begged. These sketches the sentimental painter 
had illustrated with poetiy, whicb, I must confess, Caro- 
line thought charming, until now, when Mr. Braiidon 
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took occasion to point out how wretchedly poor the 
verses were (as indeed was the fact), and to parody 
them all. He was not uiiskilftil at this kind of exerdse, 
and at tie drawing of earieaturea, and had soon made 
a dozen of both parodies and drawings, whicli reflected 
cruelly upon the person and the talents of the painter. 

What now did this wicted Mr. Brandon do? He, 
in the first place, drew a caricature of Fitch; and, 
secondly, having gone to a gardener's near the town, 
and purchased there a bunch of violets, he presented 
them to Miss Caroline, aud wrote Mr, Fitch's own verses 
before given into her album. He signed them with his 
own initials, and thus declared open war with the 
painter. 



CHAPTER VII. 

i OP PEOPLE TO 



The events which this history records began in the 
month of February. Time had now passed, and April 
had ari'ived, and with it that festive season so loved by 
schoolboys, and called the Eaator holydaya. Not only 
sehoolboj^ but men, profit by this period of leisure, — 
such men, especially, as have jnst como intJ^ enjoyment 
of their own cups and saucers, and are in daily expecta- 
tion of their whiskers— college men, I mean, — who are 



persons more i 



■ othera to 



themselves and each other by the manly title. 
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Among other men, then, my Lord Viscount Cinq- 
bars, of Christ Church, Oxon, received a sum of money 
to pay his quarter's hill; and having written to his papa 
that he was busily engaged in reading for the little-go, 
and must, therefore, decline the delight he had promised 
himself of passing the vacation at Cinqbara Hall, — and 
having, the day after his letter was despatched, driven 
to town tandem with young Tom Tiiftliunt, of the same 
university, — and having exhausted tte pleasures of the 
metropolis — the theatres, tiie Cider-cellars, the Finish, 
the station-houses, and other places which need by no 
means be bere particularised,- — Lord Cinqbars, I say, 
growing tired of London at the end of ten days, quitted 
the metropolis somewhat suddenly : nor did he pay his 
hotel bills at Long's before his departure ; but he left 
that document in possession of the landlord, as a token 
of his (my Lord Cinqbare') confidence in his host 

Tom Tufthunt went with my lord, of course {al- 
though of an aristocratic turn in politics, Tom loved and 
respected a lord m much as any democrat in England). 
And whither do you think this worthy pair of young 
gentlemen were bound ? To no less a place ftan Mar- 
gate; for Cinqbars was filled with a lon^ng to go and 
see his old friend Brandon, and determined, to use his 
own elegant words, "to Itnoek the old buck up." 

There was no adventure of consequence on board 
the steamer wMch brought Lord Cinqbars and bis 
fiiend from London to Mat^te, and veiy few passen- 
gers besides. A wandering Jew or two were set down 
at Gravesend ; the Itev. Mr. Waekerbart, and six un- 
happy little pupils whom the reverend gentleman had 
pounced upon in Louden, and was carrying back to his 
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academy near Eerae Bay ; some of those inevitabla 
persons of dubious I'atik who seem to have free tickets, 
and always eat and drink hugely with the captain ; and 
a lady a»d her party, formed the whole list of passen- 

The lady — a veiy fat lady — had evidently just re- 
turned from abroad. Her great green travelling chariot 
was on the deck, and on dl her imperials were pasted 
tresh large bills, with the words Isce's Bhitish Hotel, 
BouLOGBE-sun-MEE ; for it is the custom of that worthy 
gentleman to seize upon and plaster all the luggage of 
his guests with tickets, on which his name and residence 
are inscribed, — ^by which simple means he keeps him- 
self perpetually in their reculJection, and brings himself 
to the notice of all other persona who are ic the habit 
of peering at their fellow-paisengers' trunks, to find out 
their names. I need not say what a large class this is. 

Well; this fat lady had a courier, a tall whiskered 
man, who spoke all languages, looked like a field-mar- 
shal, went by the name of Donnerwetter, and I'ode on 
the box ; a French maid, Mademoiselle Augustine ; and 
a little black page, called Saladin, who rode in the ram- 
ble. Saladin's whole business was to attend a wheesy, 
fat, white poodle, who usually travelled inside with his 
mistress, and her fair compaffnon de voyage, whose name 
was Miss Runt. She was evidently a person of distinc- 
tion. This fat lady, during the first part of the voyage, 
on a windy, sunshiny April-day, paced the deck stoutly, 
leaning on the arm of poor little Miss Eunt ; and after 
they had passed Gravesend, when the vessel began to 
pitch a good deal, retired to her cifadel, the travelling 
chariot, to and from which the steward, the stewardess, 
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and the whiskered courier were continually cumiing 
with supplies, of sandwiches first, and afterwarfls of veiy 
hot hracdy-and-water : for the truth must be told, it 
was I'ather a rough afternoon, and the poodle was sick; 
Saladiu was as had ; the French maid, like all Fi'ench 
maids, was outtageonsly ill; the lady herself was vety 
unwell indeed ; and poor, dear, sympathising Eiint was 



" Ah, Eunt !" would the fat lady say in the inter- 
vals, " what a thing this malady de mare is ! mong 
jew! 0— 01" 

"It is, indeed, dear madam," said Runt, and went 
O — O — in chorus. 

"Ask the steward if we 'are near Margate, Runt." 
And Kunt did, and asked this question every five 
minutes, as people do on these .occasions, 

" Issy Monsieur Donnerwetter : ally dimandy ung 
pew d'o ako poor mwaw." 

" Et de I'eaa de fie ofec, n'esl-ce-bas, Matame P' 
said Mr. Donnerwetter. 

" Wee, wee, comme vous vouly" 

And Donnerwetter knew very well what "cowMwe 
Vov^ vmdy" meant, and brought tlie liquor exactly in 
the wished-for state. 

"Ah, Runt, Runtl there's something even worse 
thaa sea-sickness. Heigh-ho I" 

" Dear, dear Marianne, don't fluttei' yonrself," cries 
Runt, squeezing a fat paw of hec fiiend and patroness 
between her own bony fingers. "Don't agitate your 
nerves, dear. I know you're miserable ; but haven't 
you got a friend in your iaithful Runty S" 

" You're a good Greater, that you are," said fie fet 
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lady, who seemed herself to he a good-humoured old 
soiil ; " and I don't know what I should have dona 
without you. Heigh-ho !" 

" Cheer up, dear I you'll he happier when you get 
to Margate : you know you will," cried Runt, very 
knowingly. 

"What do you mean, Elizabeth?" 

" You know very well, dear Marianne. I mean 
that there's some one there will make you happy ; 
though he's a nasty wretch, that he is, to have treated 
my darling, beautiful Marianne so." 

"Runt, Runt, don't abuse that best of men. Don't 
call me beautiful — I'm not, Runt ; I have been, but 1 
aint now : and, oh ! no woman in the world is assy 
htmg fo&t IniT 

" But aa angel is ; and you are, as you always was, 
an angel, — as good as an angel, as kind as an angel, as 
beautiful as one." 

" Ally dong" said her companion, giving her a 
push; "you flatter me, Runt, you know you do." 

"May I be struck down dead if I don't say the 
truth ; and if he refuses you, as he did at Rome,— that 
is if, after all his attentions and vows, he's faithless to 
you, I say he's a wretch, that he is ; and I will say he's 
a wretch, and he is a wretch — a nasty, wicked wretch !" 

"Elizabeth, if you say that you'll break my heart, 
you will ! Vmis casseree mrnig pover cure." But 
ElizabetJi swore, oa the conti'ary, that she would die for 
her Marianne, which consoled the fet lady a little. 

A great deal more of this kind of conversation took 
place during the voyage ; but as it occun'ed inside a 
carriage, so that to hear it was very difficult, and as 
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possibly it was not of that edifying nature which would 
induce the reader fo relish many chapteiB of it, we shall 
give no fuithec account of the ladies' talk: sufRce it to 
say, that about half-past four o'clock the journey ended, 
by the vessel bringing up at Margate Pier. The pas- 
sengers poured fortii, and hied to their respective homes, 
or inns. My Lord Cinqbars and hie companion (of 
■whom we have said nothing, as they on their aides had 
scarcely spoken a word the whole way, except " deuce- 
ace," " quater-tray," " sizes," and so on, — being occupied 
ceaselessly in drinking bottled stout, and playing back- 
gammon), ordered their Inggage to be conveyed to 
Wright's Hotel, whither the fat lady and suite followed 
them. The house was vacant, and the best rooms in it 
were placed, of course, at the service of the new comers. 
The fat lady sailed out of her bed-rooct towards her sa- 
loon, just as Lord Cinqbars, cigar in mouth, was swag- 
gering out of his parlour. They met in the passage ; 
when, to the young lord's surpiise, the fat lady dropped 
him a low courtesy, and said, 

" Munseer le Vecomte de Cinqbars, shanny de vous 
voir. Vous-vous rappelez de mwaw, n'est-ce pas ? Je 
vous fu vew a Eome — shay I'ambassadure vous savy." 

Lord Cinqbars stared her in the fiice, and pushed 
by her without a word, leaving tie fat lady rather dis- 
concerted. 

" Well, Kunt, Fm sure," said she, " he need not be 
so proud ; I've met him twenty times at Rome, when 
he was a young chap with his tutor." 

" Who the devil can that fat foreigner be ?" mused 
Lord Cinqbars. "Hang her, I've seen her somewhere; 
but I'm cursed if I understand a word of her jabber." 
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And so, dismissing the subject, he walked on to 



" Dang it, it's a strange thing I" said the landlord 
of the hotel;" but both my lord and the fat woman 
in number nine haveasted their way to Mother Gann's 
lodging," — for so did he dare to call ttat respectable 

It was true : as soon as number nine had eaten her 
dinner, she asied the question inentioTied by tiie land- 
lord; ajid, as tbia meal oocupied a considerable time, 
the shades of evening had by this time fallen upon the 
quiet city; the silver moon Sighted up the bay, and, 
supported by a numerous and well-appointed train of 
gaa lamps, illuminated the streets of a town; — of autumn 
eves so ci'owded and so gay ; of gusty April nights, so 
desolate. At this still hour (it might be half-past seven), 
two ladies passed the gates of Wright's Hotel, "in 
shrouding mantle wrapped, and velvet cap." Up the 
deserted High Street toiled tiey, by gaping rows of 
empty bathing-houses, by melancholy JoJley's French 
bazar, by mouldy pastry-cooks, blank reading-rooms, by 
fishmongei's who never sold a fish, merceiu who vended 
not a yai'd of riband — because, as yet, the season was 
not come, — and Jews and Cockneys still remained in 
town. At High Sti'eet's comer, near to Hawly Square, 
they passed the house of Mr. Fineham, chemist, who 
doth not only healthful drugs supply, but likewise sells 
cigars — the worst cigars that ever moital man gave 
threepence for.* 

* All these descriptions of Margnte are etrittly correct, — 
the aullior having visited that towL, to our knowledge, three 
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up to this point, I say, I have had a right to ac- 
eompanj Uie iat lady and Miss Runt ; but whether, on 
arriving at Mr. Knch^m's, they tui'ned to the left, in the 
direction of the Royal Hotel, or to the right, hy the 
beach, the bathing machines, and queei', rickety old 
tow of houses, called Buenos Ayres, no power on eaith 
shall induce me to say ; suffice it, they went to Mre, 
Gann's. Why should we set all the world gadding to a 
particulai- street, to know where that lady lives ? They 
arrived before that lady's house at about eight o'clock. 
Every house in the street had bills on it, except bars 
(bitter mockery, as if any body came down at Easter) I 
and at Mrs. Gann's house there was a light in tbe gar- 
ret, and another la tbe two-pair front. I believe I have 
not mentioned before, that all the front windows were 
bow or bay-windows ; but so much the reader may 

The two ladies, who had walked so far, examined 
wistfully the plate on the door, stood on the steps for a 
short time, retreated, and conversed with one aiiotbei'. 

"Oh, Runty!" said the stouter of the two, "he's 
here— I know he's here, mortg cure le dee — my heart 
tells me so," And she put a lai'ge hand upon a place 
on he:- left side, where there once bad been a waist. 

" Do you think he loots front or back, dear f asked 
Bunt "P'raps he's not at home." 

"That— that's his croisy" said the stout person ; "I 



(imea, at different seasons of the year, in order to make himself 
master of the localities. It is a pilj tiat Walter Scott, when 
he wrote Qusnlin Daii'mard, Ac, had not (;ivea himself tbe 
eama pains. — 0. Y, 
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fenow it is ;" and sLe pointed with instinctive justice 
to tlie two-pair. " Ecouty !" she added, " he's comiag;: 
there's some one at that window. mong jew, mong 
jew ! e'eat Andre, c'est lui P 

Th m h ning fuil on the hon of the bow- 

w d w f M (j 's house ; and the two fair spies, 
^1 w w t h ^ the other side, were, in conse- 
qu e, CO ri 1 t ly shadow. As the lady said, a 
5 kf n w n tlie two-p^r front; it piced the 

la t whd f no bJinds were drawn It then 
flung itself on a chair ; its Lead on its hand't, it then 
hecin to beat its brows wildly, and paced the room 
igam Ah ' how- the fat lady's heart throbbed a-i she 
looked at all this ! 

She gave a piercing shriek — almost fainted; and 
little Runt's knees trembled under her, as with all her 
might ''he supported, or rather pushed up, the falling 
fii>ure ot hei stout patroness, — who saw at that instant 
Fitch come to the candle with an immense pistol in his 
hand, and ffive a most horrible grin as he looked at it, 
and cl isppd it to his breast, 

"Unhand me. Runt; he's going to kill himself! 
It's for me ! I know it is — I will go to him 1 Andrea, 
my Andrea I" And the fat lady was pushing for the 
opposite side of the way, when suddenly the second 
floor window went clattering up, and Fitch's pale head 
was thrust out. 

He bad heard a scream, and had possibly been in- 
duced to open the window in consequence ; but by the 
time he had opened it he had forgotten every thing, 
and put his head yacantly out of tke window, and 
gazed, the moon shining cold on his pale features. 
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"Pallid horli!" said Fitch, "shall I ever see thy 
light again ! Will another night see me on this hearth, 
or view me, stark and cold, a lifeless corpse ?" He took 
his pistol up, and slowly aimed it at a chimney-pot oppo- 
site. Fancy tlie fat lady's sensations, as she beheld her 
Jover standing in the moonlight, and exercising this 
deadly weapon. 

" Make ready — present — fire !" shouted Fitch, and 
did instantaneously, not Are off, but lower his weapon. 
" The bolt of death is sped !" continued he, clapping 
his hand on his side. " The poor painter's life is over! 
Caroline, Caroline, I die for thee 1" 

" Kunt, Runt, I told joa ao I" shrieked, the fet 
lady, " He is dying for me, and Caroline's my second 

What tie fat lady would have done more, I can't 
say ; for Fitch, disturbed out of his revery by her talk- 
ing below, looked out, frowning vacantly, and saying, 
"Ullob! we've hinterlopers 'ere!" suddenly banged 
down the window, and pulled down the bhnda. 

This gave a ch k to the fat lady's projected rush, 
and d eo ce tei 1 e a little. But she was consoled by 
Mss B t jromaei to return on the morrow, and 
we t ho e h'lppy n the idea that her Andrea was 
fa thti 1 to he 

Al ^ (.00 tit lady ! little did you know the truth. 
It was Caroline Qann Fitch was raving about ; and it 
was a part of his last letter to her, to be delivered after 
his death, that he was spouting out of the window. 

Was the crazy painter going to fight a duel, or was 
he going to kill himself? This will be explained in the 
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CHAPTER Vni. 



B DNDKSSTOOD U 



Fitch's verses, inserted in the August number of this 
MaErazine {and of which lines, by the way, the printer 
managed to make stiil greater nonsense than the inge- 
nious bard ever designed), had been composed many 
years before ; and it was with no small trouble and 
thought that the youDg painter called the greater part 
of them to memory again, and furbished up a copy for 
Caroline's album. Unlike the love of most men, An- 
drea's passion was not characterised by jealousy and 
watciifulnesiS, otherwise he would not have failed to per- 
ceive certain tokens of intelligence passing from time to 
time between Caroline and Brandon, and the lady's 
evident coldness to himself. The fact ja, the painter 
wa."! in love with being in love, — entirely absorbed in 
the consideration of the fact that he, Andi'ea Fitch, was 
at last enamoured ; and he did not mind his mistress 
much more than Don Quixote did Dulcinea del 
Toboso. 

Having rubbed up his veises, then, and designed a 
pretty emblematical oudine which w^ to suri'ound them, 
representing an arabesque of violets, dowdrops, fiiiries, 
and other objects, he came down one oiorning, drawing 
in band ; and having informed Caroline, who was sit- 
ting very melancholy in the parlour, preoccupied, with 
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a pale face and red ejea, and not caring twopence for 
the finest drawing in the world, — having informed her 
that he was going to make in her halbum a humble 
hoffering of his hart, poor Fitch was just on the point 
of sticking in the drawing with gum, as painters know 
very well how to do, when lus eje liglited upon a page 
of the album, in which nestled a few dried violets and 
— his own verses, signed with the name of George 
Brandon, 

" Miss Caroline — Miss Gann, mam !" shrieted Fitch, 
in a tone of voice which made the young lady start out 
of a profound revery, and cry, nervously,^" What, in 
Heaven, is the matter?" 

"These verses, madam — a faded violet — word for 
word, gracious Eavens ! every word !" roared Fitch, ad- 
vancing with the book. 

She looked at him rather vacantly, and, as the 
violets caught her eye, put out her hand, and took 
them. " Do yon know the hawthor. Miss Gann, of 
'The faded Violets?'" 

"Author? Oh, yes; they are— they are George's 1" 
She hurst into tears as she said that word ; and, pulling 
Ihe littie faded flowere to pieces, went sobbing out of 
the room. 

Dear, dear little Caroline I she has only been in love 
two months, and is already beginning to feel the woes 
of it! 

It cannot he from want of experience— for I have 
felt the noble passion of love many ttaies these forty 
years, since I was a hoy of twelve (by which the reader 
may form a pretty good guess of my age), — it cannot 
be, I say, from want of experience tliai I nm unable to 
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describe, step by step, tlie progress of a love-affair ; nay, 
I am perfectly certain that I could, if I chose, make a 
most astonishing and heai-t-rending liber amortu ; but, 
neyorthelesa, I always feel a vast repugnance to the fol- 
lowing out of a subject of this kind, which I attribute 
to a natural diffidence and sense of shame that prevent 
me from enlarging on a theme that lias in it something 
sacred — certain arcana which an honest man, although 
initiated into them, should not divulge, 

If such coy scruples a^d blushing delicacy prevent 
one from passing the fireshoM even of an honourable 
love, and setting down, at so many guineas or shillings 
per page, the pious emotions and tendernesses of two 
persons chastely ani legally engird in sighing, ogling, 
hand-squeeang, kissing, and so forth (for with such 
outward signs I believe that the passioa of love is ex- 
pressed), — if a man fee!, I say, squeamish about describ- 
ing an innocent love, he is doubly disinclined to desciibs 
a guilty one ; and I have always felt a kind of loathing 
for the skill of such geniuses as Rousseau or Richard- 
son, who could paint with such painful accuracy all the 
stmggles and woes of Eloise and OJaiissa, — all the 
wicked arts and triumphs of such scoundrels as Love- 
kice. 

We have in this histoiy a scoundrelly Lovelace in 
tlie person going by the name of George Brtiiidon, and 
a dear, tender, innocent, yielding cieature on whom he 
is practising his infernal skill ; and vihether the publn, 
feel any sympathy for her or not, the wntei cin onlj 
say, for his part, that he heartily loves and lespects 
poor little Caroline, and is quite unwilling to entei into 
any of the slow, painful, wicked details ot the couitshiji 
which passc'l 'letivecn her nnd her lovftp-. 
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Not that tlieve was any wickedness on her side, poor 
giri ! or that she did any thing hut follow the natural 
and beantiful impulses of an iionest little female heart, 
that leads it to trust, and love, and worship a being of 
the other sex, whom the eager fancy invests with, all 
sorts of attributes of superiority. There was no wild, 
conceited tale that Brandon told Caroline which she 
did not believe, — no virtue whicli she could conceive or 
hail read, of in novels with which she did not endow 
bim. Many long talks had they, and many sweet, 
stolen interviews, during the periods in which Caroline's 
father and mother were away making merry at the 
house of their son-in-law ; and while she was left under 
the care of her virtue and of Becky the maid. Indeed, 
it was a blessing that the latter was left in the joiiit guar- 
dianship. For Becky, who had such an absurd opin- 
ion of her young lady's merits aa to fancy that she was 
a fit wife for any gentleman of the land, and that any 
geatleman might be charmed and fell in love with her, 
had some instinct, or possibly some experience, as to 
the passions and eiTOra of youth, and wai'ned Caroline 
accordingly. " If he's really in love. Miss, and I think 
he be, he'll marry you ; if be won't marry you, he's a 
rascal, and you're too good for him, and must have no- 
thing to do with him." To which Caroline replied, 
that she was sure Mr, Brandon was the most angelic, 
higb-pHncipled of human beings, and that she was sure 
his intentions were of the most honourable description. 
We have before described what Mr. Brandon's cha- 
racter was. He was not a man of honoui-able intentions 
at all. But be was a gentleman of so excessively eager 
a temperament, that if properly resisted by a practised 
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coquette, or by a womaa of strong principles, he would 
saeriiiM any tHng; to obtain his ends, — nay, marry to 
obtain them ; an(3, coiisideiing his disposition, it is oniy 
a wonder that he had not been man'ied a great num- 
ber of times already ; for he had been in love perpetually 
since his seventeenth year. By which the reader may 
pretty well appreciate the virtue or the prudence of the 
ladies with whom hitherto our inflammable young 
gentleman had had to do. 

The fruit, then, of all his stolen interviews, of all his 
prayers, vows, and protestations to Caroline, had been 
only this,— that she loved him ; but loved him as an 
honest girl should, and was rfeady to go to the altar 
with him when he ohose. He talked about Lis family, 
his peculiar circurastances, his proud fether's eurse. 
Little Caroline only sighed, and said her dearest George 
must wait until he could ohtdn his parent's consent. 
When pressed harder, she would burst into tears, and 
wonder how one so good and affectionate as he could 
propose to her any thing unworthy of them both. It 
is clear to see that the yoimg lady fc(pJ read a vast num- 
ber of novels, and knew something of the nature of 
love; and that she had a good principle and honesty 
of her own, which set her lover's schemes at naught; 
indeed, she had both these advantage,— her education, 
such as it was, haying given her the one, and her 
honest nature having endowed her with the other. 

On the day when Fitch came down to Caroline 
with his verses, Brandon had pressed these unworthy 
propositions upon Ixer She had torn herself violently 
away from him, and rushed to the door ; but the poor 
little thing fell before she could re^ch it, screaplPg '•' " 
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fit of hysterica, which brougKt Becliy to her aid, and 
caused Brandon to leayo her, abashed. He went out; 
she watched him go, and stole up into his room, and 
laid on his table the first letter she had ever written to 
him. It was written ia pendl, in a trembling, school- 
girl hand, and eontdned simply the following words :— ■ 

" Geojge, you have almost broken my henrt Leave me if 
yon ■wDl, and if you dare not act like flu honest man. If eyer 
you spesk to me bo again as you did tliis morning, I declare 
solemnly before Heaven, I will tate poison. G." 

Indeed, the poor tiling had read romances to some 
purpose ; without them, it is probable she never would 
have thought of such a means of escape from a lover's 
persecutions : and there was something in the girl's 
character that made Brandon feel sure that she wotdd 
keep her promise. How the words agitated him ! He 
felt a violent mixture of raging disappointment and ad- 
miration, and loved the girl ten thousand times more 
than ever. 

Mr. Brandon had scarcely finislie^l the reading of 
this document, and was yet agitated by the varions 
pMsions whicli the perusal of it created, when the door 
of his apartment was violently flung open, and some 
one came in. Brandon started, and turned round, with 
a iJnd of dread that Caroline had already executed her 
threat, and that a messenger was come to infoim him 
of her death. Mi'. Andrea Ktch was the intruder. His 
hat was on — his eyes were glaring ; and if the beards 
of men did stand on end any where bnt in poems and 
romances, his, no doubt, would have formed round his 
eountenance a bristling auburn lialo. As it was, Fiteh 
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only Icioked astonialiinglj fierce, aa he stalked up to 
the table, his hands behind his back. When he had 
arrived at this baviier between himself and Mr. Bran- 
don he stopped, and, speechless, stared that gentleman 
in the face. 

"May I beg, Mr Fitch, to know what has procured 
me the honour of this visit V exclaimed Mr. Brandon, 
after a brief panse of wonder. 

" Honour ! — ha, ha, ha I" growled Mr. Fitch, in a 
most sardonic, discordant way — " honour /" 

" Well, sir, honour or no honour, I can tell you, m}' 
good man, it certainly is no pleasure 1" ssdd Brandon, 
testily. " In plain English, then, what the devil has 
brought you here !" 

Fitch plumped the album down on the table close 
to Mr. Brandon's nose, and said, " That has brought 
me, sir — that halbum, sir ; or, I ask yonr pardon, that 
a — album — ha, ha, ha !" 

" Oh, I see!" said Mr. Brandon, who could not re- 
fi'ain from a smile. " It was a crael trick of mine. 
Fitch, to rob you of your verses ; but all's fair in love." 

" Fitch, sir I dont Fitch me, sir ! I wish to be hint!- 
mate honly with men of h-honour, not with forgers, 
sir; not with 'artiess miscreants I Miscreants, sir, I re- 
peat ; vipers, sir ; b — b — b — blackguards, sir !" 

" Blackguards, sir I" roared Mr. Brandon, bouncing 
up ; " blackguards, you dirty Cocknay mountebank ! 
Quit the room, sir, or I'll fling you out of the win- 
dow 1" 

" Will you, sir ! try, sir ; I wish you may get it, sir. 
Pm a iiaHJst, sir, and as good a man as you. Misci'e- 
ant, forger, traitor, come on !" 
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And Mr. Brandon would have come oa, but for a 
circumstance that deterred him ; and tbis was, that Mr. 
Fitch drew from his bosom a long, sharp, shining, wav- 
ing poniard of the middle ages, that formed s part of 
his artiatical properties, and with which he had armed 
himself for this encounter. 

" Come on, sir !" shrielied Fitch, brandishing this 
fearful weapon. " Lay a finger on rde, and I bury tliis 
blade in your treacherous 'art- Ha 1 do you trerable V 

Indeed the aristocratic Mr. Brandon turned some- 
what pale. 

" Well, well," said he, "what do jou want? Do 
you suppose I am to l>e bullied by your absurd melo- 
dramatic aire ! It was, aft«r all, but a joke, air, and I 
am Bony that it has offended you. Can I say more ! 
— what shall I do V 

" You shall hapologise ; not only to me, sir, but 
you shall tell Miss Caroline, in my presence, that you 
stole those veraes from me, and used t!)em quite unau- 
tliorised by me." 

" Looi: you, Mr. Fitch, I will make you another set 
of verses quite as good, if you like ; but what you ask 

"I will 'astfln myself, then, to Miss Caroline, and 
acquaint her with your dastardly forgery, sir. I will 
hopen her heyea, sir !" 

" You may hopen her heyes, as you call tbem, if 
you please : but I tell you fairly, that the young lady 
will credit me rather than you ; and if you swear 
ever so much that the vei'ses are youi's, I must say 
that " 

» Say what, sir V 
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" Say thfU you lie, sir !" said Mr. Brniidoii, stamp- 
ing on the ground. " I'll make you other verses, I i-e- 
peat ; but this is all I can do, and now go about your 



" Curse your verses, sir ! liar and forger yourself ! 
Hare you a coward its well, sir I A coward ! yea, I 
believe you are ; or will you meet me to-moi'row morn- 
ing like a man, and give me satisfaction for this hin- 
famous hinsult !" 

" Sir," said Mr, Brandon, witb the utmost stateli- 
neas and scorn, " if you wish to murder me as you do 
the king's English,, I won't balk you. Although a 
man of my rask is not called upon to meet a btack- 
guaid of your condition, I will, nevertheless, gi-ant 
you your will. But have a care ; by Heavens, I wont 
spare you, and I can hit an ace of heaiis at twenty 

" Two can play at that," said Mr. Fitch, calmly ; 
" and if 1 can't hit a hace of 'arts at twenty paces, I 
can bit a man at twelve, and to-morrow I'll try ;" with 
which, giving Mr. Brandon a loot of the highest con- 
tempt, the young painter left the voom. 

What were Mr. Brandon's thoughts, as his antago- 
nist left him } Strange to say, rather agreeable. He 
had much too great a contempt for Fitch to suppose 
that so low a fellow should ever think seriously of 
fighting him, and reasoned with himself thus ; — 

" This Fitch, I know, will go off to Caroline, tell 
her the whole transaction, fiighten her with the tale of 
a duel, and then she and I shall have a scene. I will 
tei! her the truth about those infernal verses, menace 
death, blood, and danger, and then " 
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Here he fell back into a charming revery ; the wily 
fellow knew what power such a circumstance would 
give him over a poor weak girl, who would do any 
thing rather thaa that her beloved shonld risk his life. 
And with this dastardly speculation as to the price lie 
should ask for refraining from meeting Fitch, he was 
entertaining himself; when, much to his annoyance, 
that gentleman again came into the room. 

" Mr. Brandon," said he, " you have insulted me in 
the grossest and cruellest way." 

" Well, sir, are you come to apologise !" said 
Brandon, sneeringly. 

"No, I'm not come to apologise, Mr. Aristoeratr: 
it's past that. I'm come to say this, sir, that I take 
you for a coward ; and that, unless you will give me 
your solemn word of honour not to mention a word of 
this quarrel to Miss Gann, which might prevent our 
meeting, I will never leave you till we do fight !" 

" This is outrageous, sir I Leave the room, or by 
Heavens I'll not meet you at all 1" 

" Heasy, sir ; easy, I beg your pardon, I can force 
yon to that !" 

" And how, pray sir ?" 

" Why, in the first place, here's a stick, and FU 
'orsewhip you ; and here are a pair of pistols, and we 
can fight now I" 

" Well, sir, I give you my honour," said Mr. Bran- 
don, in a diabolical rage ; and added, " Fll meet you 
to-morrow, not now ; and you need not be afraid that 
ni miss you !" 

" Hadew, sir," said the chivalrous little Fitch ; 
" boil giorno, sir, as we used io say at Rome." And 
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80, foi' the secoad 'time, ho left Mr. Brandon, who 
did not like very well the extraordinary courage he had 
displayed, 

" What the deuc« has exasperated the fellow so !" 
thought Brandon. 

Why, in the first place, he had crossed Fitch in 
love ; and, in the second, he had sneered at his pro- 
nunciation and his gentility, and Ktch'a little soul was 
in a fury which nothing but hlood would allay : he was 
determined, for the sake of hia hart and his lady, to 
hring fhia proud champion down. 

So Brandon was at last left to his cogitations ; 
when, confusion ! ahout five o'clock came another knock 
at his door. 

" Come in !" growled the owner of the lodguigs. 

A sallow, blear-eyed, rickety, undersized creature, 
tottering upon a pair of high-heeled lacquered hoots, 
and supporting himself iipon an immense gold-knohbed 
cane, entered the ivjom with his hat on one side and a 
iaunty air. It was a white hat with a broad brim, amd 
under it fell a great deal of greasy lank air, that 
shrouded the cheek-bones of the wearer. The little 
man had no heard to his chin, appeared about twenty 
yeaiB of age, and might weigh, stick and all, some 
seven stone. If you wish to know how this exquisite 
was dressed, I have the pleasure to inform you that he 
wore a gi'cat sty-hlue embroidered satin stock, in the 
which figured a carbuncle that looked like a lambent 
gooseberry. He had a ah awl- waistcoat of many 
colours ; a pair of loose, blue trowsers, neatly strapped 
to show his little feet ; a brown cut-away coat with 
hraas buttons, that fitted tight round a spider waist ; 
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and ovcf all a white or drab surtout, with a sable 
collar and cuffi, from which latter on each hand peeped 
five little fingera covered with lemon-coloured kid 
gloves. One of these hands he held constantly to 
his little chest ; and, with a hoarse, thin voice, he piped 
out, 

" George, my buck ! hovr goes it V 

We have been thus particular in our description of 
the costume of this individual (whose inward man 
strongly corresponded with his manly and agreeable 
exterior), because he was the person whom Mr. Brandon 
most respected in the world. 

"CiHQBABsl" exclaimed our hero ; "why, what the 
deuce has brought you to Margate ?" 

" Fwendahip, my old cock I" said the Honourable 
Augustus Frederick Eingwood, commonly called Vis- 
count Cinqbars, for indeed it wm he ; " fwendship and 
the City of Canterbuwy steamer!" and herewith his 
lordship held out his right-hand fore-flnger to Brandon, 
who inclosed it most cordially in all his. " "Watlm't it 
good of me, now, Geoi'ge, to come down and conthole 
you in thith curthed, thtupid place — hay now ?" sdd 
my lord, after these salutations. 

Brandon swore he was very glad to see him, which 
was veiy true, for he had no sooner set eyes upon his 
lordship, than he had determined to borrow as much 
money from him as ever he could induce the young no- 
bleman to part wifJi. 

" I'll toll you how it wath, my boy ; you thee I 
wath thopping at Length, when I found, by Jove, that 
the governor wath come to town I Cuth me if I didn't 
meet the infamal old femily dwag, with my mother, 
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tbitbterth, and all, ath I wath dwiviug a hack-cab with 
Polly Tomkinth in the Pawk ! Tho when I got home, 
' Hang it I' thayth I to Tufthunt. ' Tom, my boy,' 
thaith I, ' I've just theen the govevnor, and must he 
off !■ ' What, back to Ockthford V thaith Tom. ' No,' 
thaith I, ' that won't do, Abroad— to Jewicho — any 
where. Egad, I have it! I'll go down to Mai^ate 
and thee old George, that I will.' And tlio off I came 
the very nexth day; and here I am, and thereth diti- 
nei' wailing for nth at the hotel, and thixth bottleth 
of champaign in itlm, and thum thalroon : tho you 
mutht Gome." 

To thia proposition Mr. Brandon readily agneed, 
being glad enough of the prospect of a good dinner 
and some jovial society, for he was low and disturbed 
in spiiifa, and so promised to dine with his friend at the 
Sun. 

The two gentlemen conversed for some time longer. 
Mr. Brandon was a shrewd fellow, and knew perfectly 
well a feet, of which, no doubt, the readei' has a notion 
— namely, that Lord Clinqbars was a ninny ; but, 
nevertheless, Brandon esf^med Jiim highly as a loi'd. 
We pardon stupidity in lords ; nature or instinct, how- 
ever sm'castic a man may be among oi'dinary persona, 
renders him towai'ds men of quality benevolently blind : 
a divinity hedges not only the king, but the whole 
peerage. 

" That's the girl, I suppose," said my lord, know- 
ingly winking at Brandon ; " that little pale giri, who 
let lue in, I mean. A nice little filly, upon my honour, 
Georgy, my bvck 1" 

" Oh — (hat — ye» — I wrote, I think, something about 
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her," said Brandon, blushing slightly ; for, indeed, he 
now began to wish that his friend should make no 
comnients upon a young lady with whom he was so 
niiich in love. 

"I suppose it's all up now V continued my lord, 
looking still more knowing. " All over with her, hay ? 
I saw it was by her looks, in a miuute." 

"Indeed you do me a great deal too rQuch honour. 
Miss — all — Miss Gann is a very respectable young 
person, and I would not for the world have you to sup- 
pose that I would do any thing that should the least 
injure her character." 

At this speech. Lord Cinqbars was at first mucK 
puzzled ; but, in couMdering it, was fully convinced that 
Brandon was a deeper dog than ever. Boiling with im- 
patience to know the particulars of this delicate intrigue, 
this cunning diplomatist determined he would pump the 
whole story out of Brandon by degrees ; and so, in the 
coui'se of half an hour's eonveraation that the young 
men had together, Cinqbars did not make less than 
forty allusions to tie subject that interested him, At 
last Brandon cut him short rather haughtily, by beg- 
ging that he would make no further allusions to the 
subject, as it was one that was excessively disagreeable 
to him. 

In fact, there was no mistake about it now. George 
Brandon was in love with Caroline. He felt that he 
was while he blushed at his friend's alluding to her, 
while he grew indignant at the young lord's coarse 
banter about her. 

Turning the conversation to another point, he asked 
Cinqbars about his vovage, and whether he had brought 
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any companion with him to Mat^ate; whereupon mj 
lord related all his feats in London, how he had been to 
the watchhouse, how many bottles of champaign he had 
drunk, how he had "milled" a policeman, &c. &c. ; and 
he concluded by saying that he had como down with 
Tom Tufthunt, who was at the inn at that very moment 



This did not increase Brandon's good humonr ; and 
when Ginqbara mentioned his friend's name, Brandon 
saluted it mentally with a hearty curse. These two 
gentlemen hated each other of old. Tufthilnt was a 
small college man of no family, with a foundation fel- 
lowship ; and it used to be considered that a sporting 
fellow of a small college was a sad, rafBsh, disreputable 
character. Tisfthwnt, then, was a vulgai- fellow, and 
Brandon a gentleman, so they hated each other. They 
were both toadies of the same nobleman, so they hated 
each other. They had had some quarrel at college 
about a disputed bet, which Braadon knew he owed, 
and so they hated each other; and in their words, 
about it Brandon had threatened to horsewhip Tuiftunt, 
and called him a " sneaking, swindling, small college- 
snob ;" and so little Tufthunt, who had not resented the 
words, hated Brandon far more than Brandon hated 
him. The latter only had a contempt for his rival, and 
voted him a profound bore and vulgarian. 

So, although Mr. TuftJnint did not choose to fre- 
quent Mr. Brandon's rooms, he was, very anxious tbat 
his friend, the young lord, should not fall into his old 
bear-leader's hands again, and came down to Margate 
to counteract any influence which the arts of Brandon 
might acquire. 
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" Cu7se the fellow I" thought Tufthunt in his heart 
(there was a fine reeipi'ocity of curses between the two 
men) ; " he has drawn CiEqbara already for fifty pounds 
this year, and will have somehalf of his last remittance, 
if I don't keep a look-out, the swindling thief !" 

And so frightened was Tuftliunt at the notion of 
Brandon's return to power and dishonest use of it, that 
he was at the time on the point of writing to Lord 
Eingwood to tell him of his son's doings, only he 
wanted some money deucedly himself. Of Mr. Tuft- 
hunt's ^Aysj^we and tistoi'j it is neceasaiy merely to 
say, that he was the son of a country attorney who was 
agent to a lord ; he had been sent ta a foundation- 
school, where he distinguished himself for ten years, by 
figiiting and being flogged more than any boy of the 
five hundred. From tke foundation-school he went to 
college with an exhibition, which was succeeded by a 
fellowship, which was to end in a living. In his per- 
son Ml'. Tuflhunt was short and bow-legged; he wore 
a sort of clerico-sporting costume, consisting of a black 
straight-cut coat, and light drab breeches, with a vast 
number of buttons at the ancles; a sort of dress much 
affectioned by sporting gentlemen of the nnivei'sity in 
file author's time. 

Well, Brandon said he had some letters to write, 
and promised to follow hia fiaend, which he did ; but, 
if the tiiith must be told, so infetuated was the young 
man become with his passion, with the resistance he 
had met with, and so nervous from the various occur- 
renoes of the moi'uing, that he passed the half hour 
during which he was free fi'om Cinqbar's society in 
kneeling, imploring, weeping at Caroline's fittle garret- 
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door, which liad remained piteously closed to him. He 
was wild with disappoiatmeat, mortification — mad, 
lon^ng to see her. The cleverest coquette in Europe 
could not have so inflamed him. His first act on enter- 
ing the dinner-room was to drink off a large tumbler of 
champaign; and when Cinqbars, in his elegant way, 
began to rally Lim upon his wildness, Mr. Brandon only 
growled and cursed with frightful vehemency, and ap- 
plied again to the bottle. His face, which had been 
quite white, grew a bright red ; his tongue, which had 
been tied, began to chatter vehemently ; before the fish 
was off the table, Mr. Brandon showed strong symp- 
toms of intoxication ; before the dessert appeai'ed, Mr. 
Tufthunt, winking knowingly to Lord Oinqbars, had 
began to draw him out; and Brandon, with a number 
of shrielffi and oaths, was narrating the histoiy of hia 
attachment. 

" Look you, Tufthunt," said he, wildly ; " hang you, 
I hate you, but I must talk I I've been, for two months 
now, in this cursed hole ; in a rickety lodging, with a 
vulgar family ; as vulgar, by Jove, as you ai'e your- 
self?" 

Mr. Tufthunt did not like this style of address half 
so much as Lord Cinqbars, who was laughing immod- 
erately, and to whom Tufthunt whispered rather sheep- 
ishly, "Pooh, pooh, he's drunk 1" 

" Drunk f no, sir," yelled out Brandon ; " I'm mad, 
though, with the prudery of a little devil of fifteen, who 
has cost me more trouble than it would take me to 
seduce every one of your sisters— ha. La! every one of 
the Miss Tufthunt's, by Jove! Miss Suky Tufthunt, 
Miss Dolly Tufthunt, Miss Anna-Maria Tufthunt, and 
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the whole bunch ; Come, sir, don't ait scowling at me, 
or I'll brain you with the decanter." (Tufthunt was 
down again on the sofa.) "I've home with the girl's 
mother, and her fether, and her sisters, aad a cook in 
the house, and a scoundrel of a painter, that I'm going 
to fight about her ; and for what 1 — why, for a letter, 
which says, ' George, I'll Mil myself I George, I'll till 
myself 1 — ha, ha! a little devil Jike that Aiffin^ heiself 
—-ha, ha ! and I — I who — who adore her, who am mad 

" Mad, 1 believe he is," said Tuftbunt ; and at this 
moment Mr. Brandon was giving the moat unequivocal 
signs of madness ; he plunged his head into the corner 
of tlie sofa, and was ticking his feet violently into the 
cushions. 

" You don't underetand him, Tufty, my boy," said 
Lord Cinqbars, with a very superior air, "You ain't 
up to these things, I tell you ; and I suspect, by Jove, 
that you never were in love in your life. / tnow what 
it is, sir. And as for Brandon, Heaven bleas you ! I've 
often seen him in that way when we were abroad. 
When he has an intrigue, he's mad about it. Let me 
see, there was the Countess Fritzch, at Baden-Baden ; 
there was the woman at Pau ; and that girl — at Paris, 
^as it? — no, at Vienna. He went on just so about 
them all ; but I'll tell you what, when we do the thing, 
we do it easier, my boy, bay?" 

And so saying, my lord cocked up his little, sallow, 
beai'dless face, into a gi'in, and then fell to eyang a 
glass of execrable claret across a candle. An intrigue, 
as he called it, was the little creature's delight; and, 
until the time should an-ive when he could have one 
nimself, he loved to talk of thoBS of his friends. 
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As for Tufthimt, we may fancy how that gpntlp 
man's previous affection for Brandon was inLieiaed by 
the latter's bmta! addresses to Mm. Biandon contm 
ued to drink and to talfc, though not always m the 
sentimental way in which he had spoken about Kis loves 
and injuries. Growing presently madly joeoae aa he 
had before been madly melancholy, he narrated to the 
two gentlemen the partieulai's of his quarrel with Fitch, 
mimicking the little painter's manner in an excessively 
comic way, and giving the moat ludicrous account of 
his person, kept his companions in a roar of laugkffir. 
Cinqbars swore that he would see the fun in the morn- 
ing, and agreed that if the painter wanted a second, 
either he or Tufthunt wonld act for him. 

Now ray Lord Cinqbars had an excessively clever 
servant, a merry rague, whom ho had discovered in the 
humble capacity of scout's assistant at Christ-church, 
and raised to be his valeL The chief duties of the 
valet wei'e to black his lord's beautiful boots, that we 
have admired so much, and to put his lordship to bed 
when overtaken with liquor. He heard every word of 
the young men's talk (it being his habit, much encoui'- 
aged by his master, to join occasionally in the conver- 
aalion) ; and, in the course of the night, when at sup- 
per with Mor.sieur Donnerwetter and Mdlle. Augustine, 
he related every word of the talk aboveatairs, mimick- 
ing Brandon quite as cleverly as the latter had mimicked 
Fitch. When, then, after making his company laugh 
by describing Brandon's love-agonies, Mr. Tom informed 
them liow that gentleman had a rival, with whom he 
was going to fight a duel the nest morning — an artist- 
fellow with an immense beard, whose name was Fitch, 
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to his surprise Mdlle. Augustine burst into a Ecreara of 
laughter, and exclaimed, "Feesh, Foeahl e'est notre 
homme 1 — it is oui man. Bare I Saladin, remember you 
Mr. Fish !" 

Saladiii said gravely, " Missa Fis, Missa Fis ! know 
um quite well, Missa Fis ! Paintetvman, big beard, gib 
Saladin bit iajy-rubby, Miasia lub Missa Fis 1" 

It was too true, the fat lady was the famous Mrs. 
Carkickfergus, and she had come all the way from 
Rome in pursuit of her aiiored punter. 



CHAPTER IX. 

LTH, BUT CONTAINS J 



As tbe morrow was to be an eventful day in the livea 
of all tbe Iieroes and heroines of this history, it will be 
as well to state bow tbey passed tte night previous. 
Brandon, like the English before the battle of Hastings, 
spent tbe evening in feasting and carousing; and Lord 
Ginqbars, at twelve o'clock, bis usual time after his 
usual quantity of drink, was carried up to bed by the 
servant kept by his lordship for that purpose. Mi'. 
Tuftbunt took this as a hint to wish Brandon good 
night, at tbe same time promising that he and Cinq- 
bars would not fail him in the morning about tbe due!. 
Shall we confess that Mr. Brandon, whose excite- 
ment now began to wear off, and who had a dreadful 
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headaclie, did not at all relish the idea of the morrow'a 
combat ! 

"If," said lie, "I shoot this crack-brained painter, 
all the world will cry out, 'Murder!' If he shoot rue, 
all the world will laugh at me ! And yet, confound 
him ! he seems so bent upon blood, that there is ao 
escaping a meeting." 

At any rate, Brandon thought, there will he no 
hacm in a, letter to Caroline. So, on aniving at home, 
he sat down and wrote a very pathetic one ; saying, 
that he fought in her cause, and if he died, his last 
breath should be for her. So having written, he 
jumped info bed, and did not sleep one single wink all 

As Brandon passed his night like the English, Fitch 
went through his like the Sformans, in fasting, and 
mortification, and meditation. The poor fellow like- 
wise indited a letter to Caroline ; a very long and 
strong one, interspersed witii pieces of poetry, and con- 
taining the words we have just heai'd him utter out of 
the window. Then he thought abont making his will ; 
but he recoUected, and, indeed, it was a bitter thought 
to the young man, that there was not one single sonl 
in the wide world who cared for him — except, indeed, 
thought he, after a pause, that poor Mrs. Can-jckfergus 
at Eome, who did like me, and waa the only person 
who ever bought my drawings. So he made over all 
his sketehes to her, regulated his little property, found 
that he had money enough to pay his washei-woman ; 
and so, having disposed of his worldly concerns, Mr. 
Rtch also jumped into bed, and speedily fell into a deep 
sleep. Brandon could hear him snoring all night, and 
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a bit the more comfortable because bis aa- 
t took mattei's so uncoiicemeiJly. 

Indeed, our poor painter bad no guilty thoughts in 
]iis breast, nor no particular revenge against Brandon, 
now that the fii'st pangs of mortified vanity were over. 
But, with all his vagaiies, he was a man of spiiit; and 
after what had passed in the morning, the treason that 
had been done hira, and die insults heaped upon him, 
he felt that the duel was iri'evocable. He had a misty 
notion, imbibed somewhere, that it was the part of a 
gentleman's duty to fight duels, and had long been 
seeking for an opportunity. " Suppose I do die," said 
he, " what's the odds ! Caroline doesn't care for me. 
Dr. Wackerbart'a boys won't have their drawing-lesson 
noxt Wednesday; and no more will be said of poor 
Andrea." 

And now for the garreL Caroline was wrapped 
up in her own woes, poor little soul! and in the arms 
of the faithful Becky cried herself to sleep. But the 
slow hours passed on ; and the tide, which had been 
out, now' came in ; and the lamps waxed fainter and 
fainter; and the watchman cried six o'clock; and the 
sun arose and gilded the minarets of Margate ; and 
Becky got up and scoured the steps, and the kitchen, 
and made ready the lodgers' breakfasfs; and at half- 
past eight there came a thundering rap at the door, and 
two gentlemen, one with a mahogany case under his 
arm, asked for Mr. Brandon, and were shown up to his 
room by the astonished Becky, who was bidden by 
Mr, Brandon to get breaitast for three. 

The thundering rap awakened Mr. Fitch, who rose 
and dressed himself in his best clothes, gave a twist of 
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the curling-tongs to lis beard, and conducted himself 
throiighout with i>erfect ooolne^. Nme o'clock struck, 
and he wrapped his cloak round him, and put under 
hia cloak that pair of foils which we have said he pos- 
sessed, and did not know in the least how to use. 
However, he had heard Bis camarades (Tatelier, at Paris 
and Eome, say that they were the best weapons for 
duelling; and so forth he issued. 

Becky was in the pass^e as he passed down ; she 
was always scrubbing there. "Becky," said Fitch, in a 
hollow voice, " here is a letter ; if I should not return 
in half an hour, give it to Miss Gann, and promise on 
your honour that she shall not have it sooner." Becky 
promised. She thought the painter was at Bomo of 
his mad tricks. He went out of the door saluting her 
gravely. 

But he went only a few steps andcamebact again: 
" Becky," said he, " you — you've always been a good 
g!-l to me, and here's something for you ; per'aps we 
shan't — we shan't see each other for some time." The 
teais were in his eyes as he spoke, and lie handed her 
over seven shillings and fourpence hal^enny, being 
every farthing he possessed in the world. 

" Well, I'm sure I" said Becky ; and that was all 
she said, for she pocketed the money, and fell to scrub- 
bing again. 

Presently the three gentlemen up stairs came clafr 
tering down. "Lock bless you, don't he in such a 
'urry!" exclaimed Becky; "it's full heriy yet, and the 
water's not biling." 

"We'll come back to breakfast, my dear," said one, 
a little gentleman in high-heeled boots ; " and, I thay, 
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mind and have thum tli odar water ;" and he walked 
out, twirling his cane. His friend with, tlie ease fol- 
lowed him. Mr. Brandon came last 

He too turned baek after he had gone a few paces. 
"Becky," said he, in a grave voice, "if I am not back 
in half an hour, give that to Miss Gann." 

Becky was fairly fln&tered by this; and after turn- 
ing the letters round and I'ound, and peeping into the 
sides, and looking at the seals very hard, she like a fool 
determined that she would not wait half an liour, but 
carry them up to Miss Caroline ; and so up she mount- 
ed, finding pretty Caroline in the act of ladng her 

And the consequences of Becky's conduct was that 
little Carry left off lacing her stays (a sw t It le figure 
the poor thing looked in them ; but that 1= ne the lee 
nor there), took the letters, looked at one wh h she 
threw down directly ; at the other, whi h she eag ly 
opened, and having read a line or tw g e 1 ud 
scream, and fell down dead in a fainting fit 

Waft us, Muse, to Mr. Wright's hotel, and quick 
narrate what chances there befd. Very early in the 
morning Mdlle. Augustane made her appearance in the 
apartment of Miss Runt, and with gi'eat glee informed 
that lady of the event which was about to take place. 
"Figurez vous, mademoiselle, que n6tre homme va se 
battre— oh, but it will be droll to see him sword in 

"Don't plague me with your ojous servants' qiiar- 
rels, Augustine; that horrid courier is always quarrel- 
ling and tipsy." 
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" Men Dieu, qu'clle est bete !" exclaimed Augus- 
tine ; "but I tell you it is not the courier; it is be, 
I'objet, le peintre doDt madame a'est amouracbSe, Mon- 
sieur Feesh." 

" Mr. Fitch !" cried Eunt, jumping up in bed, " Mr. 
Fitch going to fight I Augustine, my stocliings — quick, 
my rohe-de-chawhre — tell me when, how, where 1" 

And so Augustine t«ld her that the combat was to 
take place at nine that morning, behind tlie Windmill, 
and that the gentleman with whom Mr, Fitch was to 
^ out, had been dining at the hotel the night previous, 
in company with the little milor, who was to be Lis 
second. 

Quick as lig^htning flew Runt to the chamber of her 
patroness. That lady was in a profound sleep ; and I 
leave you to imagine what were her sensations on 
awaking and hearing this dreadful tale. 

Such is tiio force of love, that although, for many 
years, Mrs. Carvickfergus had never left her bed before 
noon, although in all her wild wanderings after the painter 
she, nevertheless, would have her tea and cutlet in bed, 
and her doze likewise, before she set forth on a journey, 
she now startled up in an instant, forgetting her nap, 
mutton-chops, every thing, and began dressing with a 
promptitude which can only bo equalled by Harlequin 
when di^^ising himself in a pantomime. She would 
have had an attack of nerves, only she knew there was 
no time for it ; and I do believe that twenty minutes 
were scarcely over her head, as the saying is, when her 
bonnet and cloak were on, and with her wiiole suite, 
and an inn-waiter or two whom she pressed into her 
service, she was on full trot to the field of action. 
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For twenty yeara before, and from that day to tliis, 
Marianne Oarrictfergus never had or has walked so 
quicldy. 

"HuUo, here'th a go!" exclaimed Lord Viscount 
Cinqbars, as they arrived on the ground behind the 
windmills ; " cuth me, there'lh only one man !" 

This was indeed the case ; Mr. Fitch, in liis great 
cloak, was pacing slowly up and down the grass, his 
shadow stretching far in the sunshine. Mr. Fitch was 
alone too ; for the fact is, he had never thought about a 
second. Thia he admitted frankly, bowing with much 
majesty to the company as they came up. "Bnt that, 
gents," said lie, " will make no difference, I hope, nor 
prevent fair play from being done." And, flinging off 
his cloak, he produced the foils, from which the but- 
ton? had been taken off. He went up to Brandon, and 
was for offering him one of the weapons, just as they 
do at the theati'e. Brandon stepped back, rather 
abashed ; Cinqbars looked posed ; Tufthunt delighted ; 
"Ecod," said he, "I hope the bearded fellow will give 
it him." 

" Excuse me, sir," said Mr. Brandon ; " as the chal- 
lenged party, I demand pistols " 

Mr. Fitch, with great presence of mmd inl grace- 
fulness, stuck the swords info the grass 

"Oh, pithtolth of courih," lisped m} loid; and 
presently called aside Tufthunt, to whom he whispered 
something in gi'eat glee; to which Tufthunt ob- 
jected at first, saying, " No, d — him, let him fight." 
" And your fellowship and living. Tufty, my boy," in- 
terposed my lord ; and then they walked on. After a 
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couple of minutes, during whieii Mr. Fitch was em- 
ployed in examining Mr. Brandon from the toe up- 
wards t« the crown cf his head, or hat, just as Mr. Wid- 
diconibe does Mr. Cartlich, hefore those two gentlemen 
proceed to join in combat on the boards of Astley's 
Amphitheatre (indeed, poor Fitch had no other standard 
of chivali'y) — when Fitch had concluded this examiiiar 
tion, of which Brandon did not know what the dence 
to make, Lord Cinqliars came back to the painter, and 
gave him a nod. 

" Sir," said he, " as you have come unprovided with 
a second, 1, with your leave, will act as one. My name 
is Cinqbars — Lord Oinqbars ; and though I had come 
to the ground to act as the friend of my friend here, 
Mr. Tufthant will take that duty upon him ; and as it 
appears to me that there can be no oUier end to this un- 
happy affair, we will proceed at once." 

It is a marvel how Lord Cinqbars ever made such a 
gentlemanly speech. When Fitch heard that he was 
to have a lord for a second, he laid bis hand on his 
chest, and vowed it was the greatest h 1 un ur of his 
life; and was turning round to walk to da his 
ground, when my lord, gracefully th uat g J s tongue 
into his cheek, and bringing his th mb up to h s nose, 
twiddled about his fingers for a moment an 1 aid to 
Brandon, " Gammon." 

Mr. Brandon smiled, and heaved a great, deep, re- 
freshing sigh. The truth was, a 3oad was taken off his 
mind, of which he was very glad to be rid ; for there 
was something in the coolness of that crazy painter that 
our laahionable gentleman did iwt at all approve of 

"I think, Ml'. I'ufthHnt," said Lord Cinqbars, very 
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loud, that considering the gravity of the case — threatr 
ening horsewhipping, you know, lie on hoth sides, and 
lady in the case — I thint we must have the bamer- 

" What's that?" said Fitch. 

" The simplest thing in the world ; and," in a whis- 
per, " let me add, the best for you. Look here, We 
shall put you at twenty paces, and a hat between you. 
You walk forward and fire when you like. When you 
fire, you stop ; and you both, have the liberty of walk- 
ing up to the hat Nothing can be more fair than 
that." 

" Very well," said Fitch ; and, with a gi'cat deal of 
preparation, the pistols were loaded. 

" Fll tell yon what," whispered Oinqbars to Fitch, 
" if I hadn't chosen this way you were a dead man. If 
he fires, he hits you dead. You must not let him fire, 
but have him down first" 

" I'll try," said Fitch, who was a little pale, and 
thanked his noble fiiend for his counsel. The hat was 
placed, and the men took their places. 

"Are you all ready?" 

" Ready," said Brandon. 

" Advance when I drop my handkerchief." And 
presenlly down it fell. Lord Cinqbars crying, "Now I" 

The combatants both advanced, each covering his 
man. When he had gone abotit six paces, Fitch stop- 
ped, fired, and — missed. He grasped his pistol tightly, 
for he was very near dropping it; and then stood 
biting his lips, and looking at Brandon, who grinned 
savagely, and walked up to the hat 

" Will you retract what you smd of me yesterday, 
you villain ?" said Brandon. 
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"Will yon beg for lifer 

" No." 

"Then take a minute, and make your peace with 
Cod, for you are a dead man." 

Fitcli dropped his pistol to the ground, shut his 
eyea for a mcwient, and flinging up liis chest, and 
clondung his fists, said, " iTow I'm readyT 

Brandon fired— sx\&., strange to say, Andrea Fitch, 
as he gasped and staggered backwards, saw, or tliought 
he saw, Mr. Brandon's pistol flying up in the air, where 
it went off, and heard that gentleman yell out an im- 
mense oatli in a very audible voice. When he came 
to himself, a thick stiiA waB lying at Bi'andon's feet; 
Mr, Brandon was capeL-ing about the ground, and curs- 
ing and shaking a maimed elbow, and a whole posse 
of people were rushing upon them. The first was the 
great German courier, who rushed upon Brandon, and 
shook that gentleman, and sbouling, "Schelml spitz- 
bube! blagard ! goward!" in his ear, "If I had not 
drown my stick and brogen his damt arm, ho wod have 
murdered dat boor young man." 

The German's speech contained two unfounded as- 
•^ertions , m the first place, Brandon would not ha^e 
murdeied Fitch , and, secondly, his arai was not bro- 
ken — he h id merely jocdved a blow on that part which 
matomisitfc cill flie funny-bone; a severe blow, whick 
nt the ji-to! spinning into, the air, and caused the 
^(entlem'in to bLrsaw witli pain. Two waiters seized 
upon the jndrdeier too: a baker, who had been brougtt 
fiom b^ tpunds a bullman ; several boys, — were yell- 
rog lo.und him, ind shouting out, "Pole-e-eace!" 



.<ii>, Google 



Next to these came, panting and blowing, some 
women. Could Fitcli believe bis eyes! — that fat 
woman in I'ed satin ! — yes — no — yes — ^lie was, he was 
in the arms of Mrs. Carricifergm ! 

Tlie particulars of this meeting ai'e too delicate to 
relate. SufBee it to say that somehow matters were 
explained, Mr. Brandon was let loose, and a fly was 
presently seen to drive up, into which Mr. Fitch con- 
sented to enter with his new-found fiiend. 

Brandon had some good moYements in him. As 
Fitch was getting into the carnage, he wallted up to 
him and held out his left hand ; " I can't offer you my 
right hand, Mr. Fitch, for that cursed courier's stick has 
mtumed it ; but I hope you will allow me to apolog^ for 
my shameful conduct to you, and to say that I never in 
my life met a more gallant fellow than yourself." 

" That he is, by Jove !" said my Lord Cinqbars. 

Fitch blushed as red as a peony, and trembled very 
much. " And yet," said he, " you would have murdered 
me just now, Mr, Brandon. T can't tate your 'and, 

" Why, you great flat," said my lord, wisely, " he 
couldn't have hurt you, noi jo« him There wath no 
balltii in the pithtolth " 

"What," said Fitch, statting back, "do you gents 
call that a joke ? Oh, my lord, my lord !" And here 
poor Fitfii actually bmst into tears on the I'ed satin 
bosom of Mi's. Canictferguf, she and Miss Etint were 
crying as hard as they could. And so, amidst much 
shouting and huzzaing, the fly drove away. 

" What a blubbering, abthurd donkey !" eaid Cinq 
bar's, ivitli his usual jiidwmput ; " aint he, Tufthiint ?" 
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Tufthunt, of course, said yes ; but Brandon waa in 
a virtuous mood, "By Heiwens! I think tis tears do 
the man honour. When I came out with him this 
morning, I intended to act fairly by him. And aa for 
Mr. Tufthunt, who calls a man a cowai'd Ijecause he 
cries — Mr". Tufthunt knows well what a pistol is, and 
that some men don't care to fece it, brave as tiey are." 

Mr. Tufthunt understood (he hint, and bit hia lips 
and walked on. And as for that woj'thy moralist, Mr. 
Brandon, I am bappy to say that there was some good 
fortune in sfflre for him, which, though similar in kind 
to that bestowed lately upon Mi'. Pitch, was superior in 
degree. 

It was no other than this, that forgetting all maiden- 
ly decency and decorum, before Lord ViscountCinqbara 
and his fliend, that silly little creature, Caroline Gann, 
rushed out from the parlour into the passage— she had 
been at the window ever since she was rid of her faint- 
ing fit I and, ah ! what agonies of fear had that little 
panting heart enduredduringthehalf-hour of her lover's 
absence '.—Caroline Gann, I say, rushed into the passage, 
and leaped upon the neck of Brandon, and kissed him, 
and called him bei' dear, dear, dear, darling Geoi'ge, and 
sobbed, and laughed, until George, taking her round the 
waist gently, carried her into the little dingy parlour, 
and closed the door behind him. 

"Egad," cried Cinqbars, "this is quite a (A«w.' 
Hullo, Becky, Polly, what's your name !— bring uth up 
tbe breakfatht ; and I hope you're remembered the tboda- 
water. Come along up tbtairth. Tufty, my boy." 
******** 

When Brandon came up stairs and joined them, 
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which he did in a minute or two, consigning Caroline 
to Becky's care, his eyes were full of tears ; and when 
Ciiiqbars began to rally him in his usual delicate way, 
Brandon said, gravely, " No laughing, sir, if you please ; 
for I swear that that lady hefore long shall be my wife." 

" Your wife ! — aud what will your Jathet say, and 
what will your duns say, and what will Miss Gloldinore 
say, with her hundred thousand pounds 3" cried Cinq- 
bars, 

" Miss Goldmore be hanged," said Brandon, " and 
the duns too ; and my father may reconeiSe it to himself 
as he can." And here Brandon fell into a revery. 

" It'a no use thinking," he cried, after a pause. 
" You see what a girl it is, Cinqbars. I love her— by 
Heavens, I'm mad with love for her ! She shall be 
mine, let what will come of it. And besides," he added, 
in a lower tone of voice, " why need, ivhyneed my father 
know any thing about it ?" 

" flames and furies, what a lover it is I" exclaimed 
his friend. " But, by Jove, 1 like your spirit ; and hang 
all governors say I. Stop— a bright thought ! If you 
must marry, why, here's Tom Tufthurt, the veiy man 
to do youp business." Little Lord Cinqbars was dohglited 
with the excitement of the affair, and thought to himself, 
"By Jove, this is an intiigue! " 

" What, is Tufthunt in orders ?" said Brandon. 

" Yes," replied that reverend gentleman : " don't 
you see my coat! I took orders six weeks airo, on my 
fellowship. Cinqbars' governor has promisi'd me a 

" And you shall marry George here, so yon shall." 
"What without a license !" 
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"Hang the license! — we won't peach, will we, 
George ?" 

" Her family must know nothing of it," said George, 
" or they would." 

"Why should they! Why shouldn't Tom marry 
you in this very room, without any church or stuff at 
all?" 

Tom said : " You'll hold me out, my lord, if any 
thing comes of it ; and, if Brandon iikes, why, I will. 
He's done for if he does," muttered Tufthunt, " and I 
have had my revenge on him, the bullying, supercilious 
blactl^ !" 

****** 

Aud so on that very day, in Brandon's room, with- 
out a license, and by that worthy clergyman the Eev. 
Thomas Tufthunt, with my Lord Cinqbars for the sole 
witness, poor Caroline Gann, who knew no better, who 
never heard of licenses, and did not know what bans 
meant, was mamed in a manner to the person calling 
himself Geoi^e Brandon ; George Brandon not beiug 
his real name. 

!No wintings at all were made, and the ceremony 
merely read through. Becky, Caroline's sole guardian, 
when the poor girl kissed her, and, blushing, showed her 
gold ring, thought all was in order; and the happy 
couple set off for Dover that day, with fifty pounds 
which Cinqbars lent the bridegroom. 

Becky received a little letter from Caroline, which 
she promised to carry to her mamma at Swigby's : and 
it was agreed that she was to give warning, and come 
and live with her young lady. Next morning Lord 
Cinqbars and Tufthunt took the boat for London ; the 
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latter uneasy in mind, the formev vowing that " he'd 
never spent such an exciting day in his life, and loved 
an intrigue of all things." 

Next morning, too, the gi'eat travelling chariot of 
Mrs, Cawiekfergus rolled away with a hearded gentJe- 
man inside. Poor Fitch had been bacfe to his lodgings 
to try one more chance with Caroline, and he arrived 
in time— to see her get into a post-ohaiso alone with 
Brandon. 

Sis weelts afterwards GaUffnani's Messenffer con- 
tained the following announcement :— 

" Marriod, at the Britieli enibaesj, by Bishop Luecoiube, 
Andrew Fitch, Esq., to Marianne Caroline Matilda, widow of 
the late Antony Cairicbfergua, of Lombard Street and Glouces- 
ter Place, Esquire. The bappj ptur, after a magnificent d^eHni, 
set off for the south in Ibeir splendid carriage-and-funr. Miss 
Eunt ofSciated as bride'a-maid. And we remarked among (he 
company Earl and Oounteas Crabs, General Sir liioe Curry, 
K.C.B., Colonel Wapahot, Sir Charles Swaug, the Hon. Algemoa 
Percy Deuceace and his lady, Count Punter, anil otbera of ilie 
ilile of tbB faEhiouablea now m Paris. The bridegroom was 
attended by his friend, Michael Angelo Titmarsb, Esqnire ; and 
the lady waa given away by the Right Hon. tk« Earl of Crab^ 
On the departure of Uie bride and Siridegroom the festivities 
were resumed, and many a sparkling bumper of Meuiice'a cham- 
pagne was quafled to the healtli of the hospitable and interest- 
ing couple." 

And with one more marriage this chapter shall con- 
clude. About this time the British Auxiliary Legion 
came home from Spain ; and Lieut.-General Swabber, 
a knight of San Fernando, of the order of Isabella the 
Catholic, of the Tower and Sword, &o., who, as plain 
Lieutenant Swabber, had loved Miss Isabella Macarty, 
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as a genera] now actually marcied her. 1 leave you to 
suppose how glorious Mrs. Gann was, and how Ganii 
got tipsy at the Bag of Ifails; but as her daughters 
each insisted upon their 30/. a-year income, and Mrs. 
Gann had so only 601. lek, she was obliged still to con- 
tinue the iodging-houae at Maigat«, in which havo 
occurred the most interesting passages of tliis shabbt 



GEHTEEL STORY. 

Bocky never went to her young mistress, who was 
not heard of after she wrote the letter to her parents, 
saying that she was married to Mr. Brandon ; but, for 
parHcular reasons, her dear husband wished to keep 
his marriage secret, and for the present her beloved 
parents must be content lo know she was happy. Gann 
mi^ed his little Cai'ry at first a good deal, but spent 
more and more of hia time at the alehouse, as his house 
with oniy Mrs, Gann in it was too Lot for him. Mrs. 
Gann talked uncea^ngly of her daughter the squire's 
lady, and her daughter the general's wife; but never 
once mentioned Caroline after tlie firat burst of wonder 
and Wrath at her departure. 

God bless tliee, poor Caroline ! Thou art happy 
now, for some short space at least ; and here, therefore, 
let US leave thee. 
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THE PROFESSOR. 



CHAPTER I. 

I HAVE often remai'ked that, among other oniaments 
and curiosities, Hackney contains more ladies' schools 
than are to bo found in almost any other Tillage, or in- 
deed city, in Europe. In every green rustic lane, to 
every tall old-feahioned iiouse there is on iron gate, an 
ensign of Wue and gold, and a large brass plate, pro- 
daiming that a ladies' seminary is established iipon the 
premises. On one of these plates is written — (or rather 
was, — for the pathetic occurrence which I hare to 
relate took place many years ago) — on one of these 
plates, I say, was engraven the following inscription : — 

"BULQARIA HOUSE. 

BT THE MIS3E3 PIDGE. 

(Pleas* «lp» yonr eliow.)" 
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The Misses Pidgo took a limited number of young 
ladies, (as limited, in feet, or as large as the public 
cLose,) and instructed them in those branches of ele- 
gant and useful learning which mate the British female 
BO superior to all other shes. The younger ones 
learned the principles of baek-stilch, cross-stitch, bob- 
stitch, Doctor Watla'a Hymns, and " In my Cottage 
near a Wood." The elder pupils diverged at once 
from stitching and samplers : they played like Thal- 
bei^, and pirouetted like Taglioni ; they learned geog^ 
rapby, geology, mythology, entomology, modern his- 
tory, and simple equations (Mias Z. Pidge) ; they ob- 
tained a complete knowledge of the French, German, 
and Italian tongues, not including English, taught by 
Miss Pidge ; Poonah painting and tambour (Miss E. 
Pidge) ; Brice's questions and elocution (Miss F. Pidge) ; 
and, to crown all, dancing and gymnastics (which had 
a very fiourishing look in the Pidge prospectus, and 
were printed in Geiman text,) dahoing and gymnas- 
tics, we say, by Professor Dandolo. The names of 
other pi'ofessors and assistants followed in modester type. 

Although the signer's name was decidedly forEiign, 
so English was his appearance, and so entirely did he 
disguise his accent, that it was impossible to tell of 
what place be was a native, if not of London, and of 
the very heart of it ; for he had caught completely the 
peculiarities which distinguish the so-called cockney 
part of tie City, and obliterated his h's and doubled his 
v's, as if lie bad been for all his life iu the neigh- 
bourhood of Bow bells, Signor Dandolo was a stout 
gentleman of five feet nine, with amazing expanse of 
mouth, chest, and whiskers, which latter were of a red 
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I cia ot tell h V th s n] dual first rp eived an 
introd ot ii to the aca lemy of tiie M bses P dge, and 
estabb 1 I 1 m elf the e Eumon -s say th t Miss Zela 
Pidge it 1 nackney bill fi st n et h and thus the 
intimacv i oae b t s n e th matances toot place 

wh eh I m nbout to relite tl at young la ly declares 
that she wis not tlie pe on who brougl t h n to Bul- 
garia House, — nothing but the infatuation and entrea- 
ties of Mrs. Alderman Grampus could ever have induced 
her to receive him. The reader will gather from this, 
that Dandolo'a after-conduct at Miss Pidge's was not 
satisfactoiy, — nor was it; and may every misti-ess of 
such an establishment remember that confidence can 
he Bometimes misplaced ; that friendship is frequently 
but another name for villany. 

But to our story. The stalwatt and active Dandolo 
delighted for some time the young ladies at Misa Pidge's 
by the agility which he displayed in the dance, as well 
as the stjength and manliness of his form, aa exhibited 
in the new amusement which he taught. In a very 
short time, Miss Binx, a stout young lady of seventeen, 
who had never until his appearance walked half a mile 
without pnffing lite an apoplectic Lord Mayor, could 
dance the cacbuca, swarm up a pole with the agility of 
a eat, and hold ont a chair for three minutes wittont 
winking. Miss Jacobs could very nearly chmb through 
a, ladder (Jacob's ladder, he profanely called it) ; and 
Miss Bole ring such changes upon the dumb-bells as 
might have been heard at Edmonton, if tlie hells could 
have spoken. But the most promising pupil of Profes- 
sor Dandolo, as indeed the faii'eat young creature in 
the establishment of Bulgaria House, was Miss Adelizfi 
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ighter of the alderma wl o e name we 
e mentioned. The pride of her mother tl e dol of 
her opulent father, AdeJiza Grampus ■wis n her nine- 
teenth year. Eyes Lave often been desc bed but it 
would require bluer ink than ours to depict the orbs of 
Adeliza. The snow when it first falls in Cheapside is 
not whiter than her neck, — when it has been for some 
days upon the ground, trampled by dustmen and jar- 
vies, trodden down by sweeps and gentlemen going to 
business, not blacker than her hair. Slim as the Mon- 
ument on Fish-street-hill, her form was slender and 
tall ; but it is needless to recapitulate her charms, and 
difficult indeed to describe them. Let the reader think 
of his first love, and fancy Adehza. Dandolo, who was 
employed l« instruct her, saw her, and fancied her too, 
as many a fellow of his inflammable temperament 
would have done in his place. 

Thei'C are few situations in life which can he so 
improved by an enterprising man as that of a danoing- 
master,- — ^I mean in a tender or amatory point of view. 
The dancing-master has over tlie hack, the hands, the 
feet and shoulders of his pnpils an absolute command; 
and, being by nature endowed with so much authority, 
can speedily spread his way from the limbs to the rest 
of the body, and io the mind inclusive. " Toes a little 
more out, Miss Adelisa," cries he, with the tenderest 
air in the world : " back a little more straight," and he 
gently seizes her hand, he raises it considerably above 
the level of her ear, he places fie tips of his left-hand 
fingers gently upon the young lady's spine, and in this 
seducing attitude gaaes tenderly into her eyes I I say 
that no woman at any age can stand this attitude and 
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this look, especially when darted from such eyes as 
those of Dandolo. On the two firat occasions when the 
adventurer attempted this audacious nianceuvre, his 
victim blushed only, and trembled ; on the third, she 
dropped her full eyelids, and turned ghastly pale. " A 
glass of wat«r," cried Adeliza, " or I faint." The danc- 
ing-master hastened eagerly away to procure the de- 
sired beverage, and, as he put it to her lips, ■whispered 
thrillingly in her ear, "Thine, thine for ever, Ade- 
liza I" 

Miss Grampus sank back in the arms of Miss Binx, 
but not before her raptured lover saw her eyes turning 
towards the ceiling, and faer clammy lips whispering the 
name of " Dandolo." 

When Madame Schroeder, in the opera of Fidelio, 
cries, " Nichts, nichte, meia Floreatan," it is as nothing 
compared to the tenderness with which Miss Grampus 
uttered that soft name. 

" Dandolo I" would she repeat to her confidante, 
Miss Binx ; " the name was beautiful and glorious in 
the olden days ; five hundred years since, a myriad of 
voices shouted it in Venice, when one who bore it eame 
forward to wed the sea — the doge's bride ! the blue 
Adriatic ! the boundlraa and etei'nal mam 1 The higbt- 
ened Turk shiunk palsied at the sound : it was louder 
than the loudest of the cannon, or the stormy scream- 
ing of the tempest I Dandolo! How many brave 
hearts beat to hear that name 1 how many bright 
swords flashed forth at that resistless war cry ! Oh, 
Binx!" would Adeliza continue, fondly pressing the 
arm of that young lady, " is it not passing strange that 
one of that mighty ducal race should have lived to this 
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day, and lived to love m B 1 1 tjo A] 1 Id 

add, avehly, " am, aa y k I ^htp f fh 

sea." 

The iact was, that tt f th 1 M Ad 1 G m 
pua was a shell-fishmong wh h d ed tli y 
lady to describo herself a d ht f Sh 

received her romantic n m t m li th ft 

reading Misa Swipea's eel bMt d 1 f T I f W 
saw ; and had been fed fmh ythj-wdwth 
so much similar literary thth Ittl m dhd 

gone distracted. Her feth hd th fmlim 
at fifteen, because she h d t 11 1 th th 

young man who opened t th h ]. dhd 

vowed to slay herself with th j t li f ^t M 
Pidge's her sentiment hid td rtlh hfcnw 
all Miss Landon ly he t h 1 11 f M Th mas 
Moore's bair or wit, ii 1 & d m 1 d poetry 

than ever. An 1 thus tl I h d d m t 

became ia her eyes a Ve t bl w th wh m 

it was her pride tnd ple^. to f 11 1 

Being a pai'lour-board t M Pidg j 

(a privilege which was acq d by p y g fi 1 

guineas extra,) Miss Gr mpus p tt d oe t 

liberties which were not ccdlto hi fth 
dinary description. She 1 M is B as lly 

strolled into tie village 1 j th m 1 th y ted th 

libraiy unattended ; they went upon little messages for 
the Misses Pidge ; they walked to church alone, either 
before or aiier the long row of young vir^ns who 
streamed out on every sabbath day from between the 
flUgree iron railings of Bulgaria House. It is my pain- 
ful duty to state, that on several of tliese exclusive walks 
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they were followed, or met, by the insidious and atl«n- 
tive teacher of gy mn^ties. 

Soon MisB Binx would 1^ behind, and — shall I own 
it? — would make up for the lost socielj of her female 
friend by the company of a man, a friend of the profes- 
sor, mysterious and agreeable as himself. May the mis- 
tresses of all the estahlishmenls for young ladies in this 
kingdom, or queendom rather, peruse this, and reflect 
how dangerous it is for young ladies of any age, — ay, 
eren for parlour bowdeis, — to go out alone 1 In the 
present instance, Miss Grampus enjoyed a more than 
ordinary liberty, it is tme : when the elder Miss Pidge 
would remonstrate, Miss Zela would anxiously yield to 
her request; and why ! — the reason may be gathered 
from the following conversation which passed between 
the infatuated girl and the wily maitre-de-danse. 

"How, Rodeiick," would Adeliza say, "how, in the 
days of our first acqudntanee, did it chance that you 
always addressed yourself to that odious Zela Pidge, 
and never deigned tp hreathe a syllable to me ?" 

"My lips didn't speai to you, Addly," (for to such 
a pitch of familiarity had tliey arrived,) "but my beyes 
did." 

Adeliza was not astonished hy the peculiarity of his 
pronunciation, for, to say truth, it was that commonly 
adopted in her native home and circle, " And mine," 
said she, tenderly, "they followed when yours were not 
fixed upon them, for then I dared not look upwards. 
And though all on account of Miss Pidge you could not 
hear the accents of my voice, you might have heard the 
s of lay heart !" 

"I did, I did," gasped Roderick; "I eard them 
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haudibly. I never spote to you then, for I feared to 
waken that foul fiiend sispicion. I wished, to henter 
your seminaiy, to he continually near you, to make you 
love me ; therefore I wooed the easy and foJish Miss 
Pidge, therefore I took upon me the disguise of— ha ! 
ha ! — of a dancing master." (And the young man's 
countenance assumed a giim and demoniac smile.) 
"Yes; I degraded my name and my birthright, — I 
wore these ignohle trappings, and all for the love of 
thee, my Adeliza !" Here Signor Dandolo would have 
knelt down, but the road was muddy ; and, his trousers 
being of nankeen, his gallant purpose was frustrated. 

But the story m.ust out, for the conversation above 
narrated has betrayed to the intelligent reader a con- 
siderable part of it. The fact is, as we have said, that 
Mies ZeJa Pidge, dancing at the Hackney assembly, was 
introduced to this man ; that he had no profession, — no 
means even of subsistence; that he saw enough of this 
lady to be aware that he could make her usefid to his 
purpose ; and he who had been, we believe it in our 
conscience, no better than a travelling mountebank or 
harlequin, appeared at Bulgaria House in the character 
of a professor of gymnastics. The governess, in the fii'st 
instance, entertained for him just such a penchant as the 
pupil afterwards felt : the latt«r discovered the weakness 
of her mistress, and hence arose Miss Pidge's indulgence, 
aid Miss Grampus's fatal passion. 

"Mysterious being!" continued Adeliza, resuming 
the conversation which has been broken by the above 
explanatory hints, " how did I learn to love thee 3 Who 
art thou! — what dire fate has brought thee hither in 
this lowly guise to win the heart of Adeliza ?" 
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" Hadeliza," cried he, " you say well ; / am not what 
I seem. I cannot tell thee what I am ; a tale of horror, 
of crime, forbids the dreadful confession ! But dark as I 
am, and wretched, nay, wicked and desperate, I love 
thee, Hadeliza, — ^love fiee with the rapturous devotion 
of purer days — the tenderness of happier times ! I am 
sad now, and fallen, 3ady ; suffice it that I once was 
happy, ay, respectable." 

Adeliza's cheek grew deadly pale, her atep faltered, 
and she would have fallen to tJie ground, had siie not 
been restrwned by the sti'ong atm of her lover. "I 
know not," said she, as she clung timidly to his 
neck, — 



" GiU in my heait," said Dandolo, " gilt in the heart 
of Roderick ! No, never !" and he drew her towards 
him, and on her bonnet, her veil, her gloves, nay, on 
her veiy cheeks, he imprinted a thoiisand maddening 
kisses. " But say, my sweet one," continued he, " who 
art Ihou? I know you as yet, only by your lovely 
baptismal name, and your other name of Grampus." 

Adeliza looked down and blushed. " My parents 
are lowly," she said. 

" But how then came you ab such a serainaiy !" 
said he ; " twenty pounds a quarter, extras and wash- 
ing not included." 

"They are humble, but wealthy." 

"Ha! who is your father!" 

"An alderman of yon metropolis." 

" An alderman ! and what is his profession ?" 
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" I blush to tell : he is — an m/stermonger!' 

" AN OYSTERMONGER !" screamed Roderick, in 
the largest capitals. " Ha, ha, ha ! this is too much !" 
and he dropped Adeliza's hand, and never spoke to her 
d uring the rest of her walk. They moved moodily on for 
some time, Miss Bins and the other young man march- 
ing astonished in the rear. At length they came witliin 
sight of (he seminary. " Here is Bulgaria House," 
cried the maiden, steadily ; " Roderick, we must part 1" 
The effort was too much for her ; she flung herself hys- 
terically into his arms. 

But, oh, horror! a scream was heaid from Miss 
Binx, who was seen scuttling at double-quick time to- 
wards the school-house. Her young man had bolted 
completely ; and close at the side of the iovdj, though 
imprudent couple, stood the angry — and justly angry — 
Miss Zela Fidge I 

" Oh, Ferdinand," said she, " is it thus you deceive 
me! Did I bring you to Bulgaria House for this?— 
did I give you money to buy clothes for this, that you 
should go by felse names, and make love to that saucy, 
slammerkin, seutimental Miss Gi'ampus ! Ferdinand, 
Ferdinand," cried she, " is this ti'ue ! can I credit my 
eyes !" 

" D your eyes !" said tlie signoi', angrily, as he 

darted at her a withering look, and retired down the 
street His curses might be heard long after he had 
passed. He never appeared more at Bulgaria House, 
for he received his dismissal the nest day. 

That night all the front windows of the Miss Pidge'a 
seminary were smashed to shivers, 
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On tte following Thuraday, two places were taken 
ia tiie coach to town. On tlie back seat sate the 
usher; on the front, the wasted and miaei'able Adeliza 
Grampus. 



CHAPIEK II. 

But the matter did not end here. Miss Grampus's de- 
parture elicited froni her a disclosui'e of several circtim- 
Btsnces which, we must say, in no degree increased the 
reputation of Miss Zela Pidge. The discoveries which 
she made were so awkward, the tale of crime and liceu- 
tiousness revealed by her so deeply injurious to the 
character of the establishment, that the pupils emigrat- 
ed from itin scores. Miss Binx retired to her friends at 
Wandsworth, Miss Jacobs to her relations in Hounditoh, 
and other young ladies, not mentioned in tiiis history, 
to other and more moral schools; so that absolutely, at 
the end of a single half year, such had been the scan- 
dal of the story, the Misses Pidj;e were left with only 
two pupils, — Miss Dibble, the articled young lady, and 
Miss Bole, the grocer's daughter, who came in exchange 
for tea, candles, and other requisites supplied to the 
establishment by her father. 

" I knew it ! I knew it !" ciied Zela passionately, as 
she ti'od the echoing and melancholy school-room; "he 
told me that none ever prospered who loved him, — that 
every flower was blighted upon which he shone ! Fer- 
dinand, Ferdinand, you have caused ruin there !" (pointr 
ing to tlie empty eiipbonrds and fVirrtr:) ; " hvit what is 
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that to the blacker ruin here ?" aud the poor creature 
slapped her heart, and the big tears rolled down her 
chin, and so into her tucker. 

A very, very few weeks after this the piate on Bul- 
garia House was removed for ever. That mansion is 
now designated " Moscow Hall, by Mr. Swishtail and 
assistants :" — the bankrupt and fugitive Misses Pidgo 
have fled, Heaven inows whitlier ! for the steamers 
to Boulogne cost more than five siiillinga in th ose days. 

Alderman Grampus, as may be imagined, did not 
receive his daughter with any extraordinavy degree of 
courtesy, " He was as grumpy," Mrs. G. remarked, 
" on the occasion as a sow with the measles." But 
had he not reason ! A lovely daughter who had ne- 
glected her education, foi^otten her morals for the 
second time, and fallen almost a prey to villains I Miss 
Grampus for some months was kept in close confine- 
ment, nor ever suffered to stir, except occasionally to 
Bunhill-TOw for air, and to church for devotion. Still, 
though she knew him to be false, — though she knew 
that under a different, perhaps a prettier name, he had 
offefed the same vows to another,— sLe could not but 
think of Eoderick. 

That Professor (as well — too well — he may be 
called !) know too well her father's name and reputa- 
tion to experience any difficulty in finding his abode. 
It was, as every city man knows, in Cheapside ; and 
tbither Dandolo constantly bent his steps : but though 
he marched unceasingly about the mansion, he never 
(mystei'iously) would pass it He watched Adeliza 
walking, be followed her to church ; and many and many 
a time, as she jostled out at the gate of the Artillery- 
ground, or the beadle-flanked portal of Bow, a tender 
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hand would meet hers, an active foot would press 
Bpon hers, a billet discreetly delivered vi-as as adroitly 
seized, to hide in the recesses of her pocket-hand- 
keichief, or to nestle in the fragrance of her bosom ! 
Love! Love! how ingenious thou art! thou canst 
make a ladder of a silken thread, or a weapon of a 
straw ; thou peerest like sunlight into a dungeon ; thou 
scalest, like forlorn hope, a castle wall ; the keep is 
taken I — the foeman has fled! — the banner of love 
floats triumphantly ovei' the corpses of the slain 1* 

Thus, though denied the comfort of personal inter- 
course, Adeliza and her lover maintained a frequent and 
tender correspondence. Nine times at least in a week, 
she by bribing her maid-servant, managed to convey 
letters to the Pi'ofessor, to which he at rarer intervals, 
though with equal warmth, replied. 

" Why," said the young lady in the eoui-se of this 
correspondence, " why, when I east my eyes upon Eo- 
deiick, do 1 see him so wofully changed in outward 
guise ? He wears not the dress which formerly adorned 
him. Is he poor ? — is he in disguise ? — do debts oppress 
him, or traitois tract him for his blood ? Oh that my 
arms might shield him !— Oil that my purse might aid 
him I It is the fondest wish of " Adeliza G. 

" P, S. — Aware of your fondness for shell-fish, Susan 
will leave a barrel of oysters at the Swan with Two 
Necks, directed to you, as per desire. "Ad. G. 

"P. S. — Are you partial to kippered salmon ? The 
girl brings three pounds of it wrapped in a silken hand- 
kerchief "lis marked with the hair of " Abkliza, 



* Wb cannot explain this last pasB^e ; but it 
tliat tbe reader will pardon the omiBsion of sense 
tbor npvtaiiilT could have put in if lie likoc!. 
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" p. S. — I break open mj note to saj that jou will 
find in it a small pot of anchovy paste : may it prove 
acceptable, Heigho ! I would that I coiild accompany 
it. "A. G." 

It may be imagined, fiom th.e text of this note, that 
Adeliifa had profited not a little by the perusal of Mrs. 
Swipe's novels ; and it also gives a pretty clear notion 
of the condition of her lover. When that gentleman 
was a professor at Bulgaria House, bis costuaje bad 
strictly accorded with his pretensions. He wore a black 
German coat loaded with frogs and silk trimming, a 
white broad brimmed beaver, hessians, and nanteen 
tights. His costume at present was singularly changed 
for the worse : a rough brown ftock-coat dangled down 
to the calves of his brawny legs, where likewise ended a 
pair of greasy shepherd's-plaid trousers ; a dubious red 
waistcoat, a blue orbird's-^e neckerchief, and bluchers, 
(or half-boots,) remarkable for thickness and for mud, 
completed his attire. But he looked superior to his 
fortune ; he wore his grey hat very much on one ear ; 
he incessantly tugged at his smoky shirt-collar, and 
walked jingling the half-pence (when he had any) in 
his pocket. He was, in fact, no better than an adven- 
turer, and the innocent Adeliza was his prey. 

Though the Professor read the fiist pai't of this letter 
with hope and pleasure, it may be supposed that the 
three postscripts were still more welcome to him, — in 
fact, he literally did what is often done in novels, he 
devoured them ; and Adeliza, on receiving a note from 
him the next day, after she had eagerly broken the seal, 
and with panting liosom and flashing eye glanced over 
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the contents, — Adeliza, we say, was not altogether pleas- 
ed when she read the following : 

"Your gooduess, dearest, passes belief; but never 
did poor fellow need it more than your miserable, fidth- 
ful Rodeiick. Tes ! I am poor, — I am tracked by hell- 
hounds, — I am changed in looks, and dress, and happi- 
ness, — in all but love for thee 1 

" Hear my tale ! I come of a noble Italian family, 
— the noblest, ay, in Venice. We were free once, and 
rich, and happy; but the Prussian autograph has plant- 
ed his banner on our towere, — the talents of his haughty 
heagle have seized our wealth, and consigned moat of 
our race to dungeons. I am not a prisoner, only an 
exile. A mother, a bed-iidden grandmother, and five 
darling sisters, escaped with me from Venice, and now 
share my poverty and my home. But I have wrestled 
with misfortune in vain ; I have struggled with want, 
till want has overcome me. Adeliaa, I want breab ! 

"The kippered salmon was very good, the ancho- 
vies admirable. But, oh, my love ! how thirsty they 
make those who have no means of slaking thiist I My 
poor grandmother lies delirious in her bed, and cries in 
vain for drink. Alais ! our water is cutoff; I have 
none to give her. The oysters was capital. Bless tbee, 
bless thee I angel of bounty ! Have you any more sich, 
and a few srimps ! My sisters are very fond of them. 

" Ha!f-a-crown would oblige. But thou art too good 
to me already, and I blush to ask thee for more. Adieu, 
Adeltza, 

"the wretched but faithful 

" RODERIOTC FBRDINANn, 

" (38th Count of Dandolo.) 
"Bell-vai'd, .Tune ■— ." 
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A shade of dissatisfaction, we say, clouded Adeliza's 
fair features as she perused fliis note; and yet there 
was nothing in it which the tenderest lover might not 
write. But tbe shrimps, the half-crown, the horrid pic- 
ture of squalid poverty presented by the count, sickened 
her young heart; the innatfi delicacy of the woman 
revolted at the thought of all this tniseiy. 

But better thoughts succeeded ; her breast heaved 
as she read and re-read the singular passage concerning 
the Prussian autograph, who had planted his standard 
at Venice. " I knew it!" she cried, "I knew it! — he 
is of noble race ! Roderick, I will perish, but I will 
help thee !" 

Alas ! she was not well enough acquainted with 
Iiistory to perceive that the Pmssian autograph had 
nothing f« do with Venice, and had forgotten alto- 
gether that she herself had coined the story which this 
adventui-er returned to her. 

But a difficulty presented itself to Adeliza's mind. 
Her lover asked for money, — where was she to find it J 
The next day the till of the shop was empty, and a 
weeping apprentice dragged before the Lord Mayor. It 
is true that no signs of the money were found upon 
him ; it is true that he protested his innocence ; but he 
was dismis.sed the alderman's service, and passed a 
month at Bridewell, because Adeliza Grampus had a 
needy lover ! 

" Dearest," she wrote, " will three-and-twenty and 
sevenpence suffice ? 'Tis all I have : take it, and with 
it the fondest wishes of your Adeliza." 

" A sudden thought ! Our apprentice is dismissed. 
My father dines abroad ; I shall be in the retail estab- 
lishment all the night, alone. "A. G." 
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men tafee after the p!ay. 

Midnight arrived. Miss Grampus was looking 
through the window, snd contrasting the gleaming gas 
which shone upon the ruby lobafers, with the calm 
moon which lighted up the Powltry, and threw a halo 
round the Eoja! Exchange. She was lost in maiden 
meditation, when her eye fell upon a pane of glass in 
her own window : squeezed against this, flat and whif«, 
was the nose of a man ! — that man was Koderiek Dan- 
dolo ! He seemed to be gazing at the lobsters more 
intensely than at Adeliza ; he had his hands in his 
pockets, and was whistling Jim Crow.* 

* I know this is an anHclironism ; but I only mean that he 
vraa performing. one of tlie popular melodies of tho lime. 
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llO THE rROFHSSOK, 

Mias Gi'ampus felt sick with joy ; slie 
tte counter, and almost fainted. The Professor con- 
duded his melody, and entered at once into tte sliop. 
He pretended to have no knowledge of Miss Grampus, 
but ahorded the two ladies with easy elegance and irre- 
astible good-humour. 

" Good evening, ma'anj," said he, bowing profound- 
ly to the elder lady. " Wliat a precious hot evening, 
to be sure ! — hot, ma'am, and hungry, as they say. I 
could not resist them lobsters, 'specially when I saw tlie 
lady behind 'em." 

At this gallant speech Mrs. Grampus blushed, or 
looked as if she would blush, and said, 

" Law, indeed, ma'am," playfully continued the 
Professor; "you're a predous deal better than law, — 
you're divinity, ma'am ; and this, I presume, is your 
sister !" 

He pointed to Adeliza as he spoke, who, pale and 
mute, stood fainting against a heap of ginger-beer bot- 
tles. The old lady was quite won by this stale com- 
pliment 

" My daughter, sir," she said. " Addly, lay a cloth 
for ihe gentleman. Do you take hoystei^, sir, hor lob- 
sters ? Both is very fine." 

"Why, ma'am," said he, "to say truth, I have 
come forty miles since dinner, and don't care if I have 
a little of both. I will begin, if you please, with that 
there (Lord bless its claws, they're as red as your lips !), 
and we'll astonish a few of the natives ailenvards, hy 
your leave." 

Mrs. Grampus was delighted with the mannors and 
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the appetite of the stranger. She proceeded forthwith 
to bisect the lobster, while the Pi-ofessor in a degag6 
manner, his cane over his shoulder, and a cheerful 
whistle upon his lips, entered the little' parlour, and 
took possession of a box and a table. 

He was no sooner seated than, from a ecnffle, a 
giggle, and a smack, Mra. Grampus was induced to 
suspect that something went wrong in the oyater-rooin. 

" HadeJiza !" cried she ; and that youn^ woman 
returned blushing now like a rose, who had l>een as. 
pale before as a lily, 

Mrs. Gr. herself took in the lobster, bidding her 
daughter sternly to stay in the shop. She approached 
the stranger with an angry air, and laid the lobster he- 

" For shame, sir 1" said she solemnly ; but all of a 
sudden she began to giggle like her daughter, and her 
speech ended with an "JIave done now!" 

We were not behind the curtain, and cannot of 
course say what took place ; but it is evident that the 
Professor was a general lover of tie ses. 

Mrs. Grampus returned to the shop, rubbing her 
lips with her fat arms, and restored to perfect good- 
humonr. The little eiTand-boy was despatched over 
the way for a bottle of Guinness and a glass of brandy 
and water., 

" Hot with !" shouted a manly voice from the eat- 
ing-room, and Adeliza was pained to think that in hei' 
presence her lover could eat so well. 

He ate indeed as if he had never eaten before: here 
is the bill as written by Mrs. Grampus herself. 
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" Two iobstera at 3«. 6d. 
SiJlit . 

2 BotUU Doubling Stott . 
11 Doz. Best natifs 
14 Pads of Batter 
4 Glasses R £ W. 



"To Samuel Grampus, 16 9 

" At the Merm^d in Cheapside. 

■' Shell-fish in oil yarictiaa. N. B. — A great aaviag id taking 
a quantity," 

"A saving in taking a quantity," said the stranger 
archly, " Why, ma'm you ought to let me off very 
cheap ;" and the Professor, tiie pot-boy, Adeliza, and 
her mamma, grinned equally at this pleasantry. 

" However, never mind the pay, missis," continued 
he; "we an't agoing to quarrel about thai. Hadd 
another glass of brandy and water to the bill, and 
bring it me, when it shall be as I am now." 

"Law, sir," simpered Mrs, Gi'ampus, "how's that?" 

"Seseated, ma'am, to be sure," replied he, as he 
sank back upon the table. The old lady went laughing 
away, pleased with her merry and faceUoiis customer ; 
the little boy picked tip the oyster-shells, of which a 
mighty pyramid was formed at the Pi-ofessor's feet. 

" Here, Sammy," cried out shrill Mrs. Gi'ampiis from 
the shop, "go over to the Blue Lion and get the gen- 
tleman his glass : but no, you are better where yoa are, 
pickin' up them shells. Go you, Hadeliaa; it is but 
across the way." 

Adeliza went with avery had grace ; she had hoped 
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to excbange at least a few words with him her soul 
adored; and Iiev mother's jealouay prevented lie com- 
pletion of her wish. 

She had scarcely goue, when Mr, Grampus entered 
from his dinner-party. But, tliougli fond of pleasure, 
he was equally faithful to business ; without a word, lie 
hung up his brass-huttoned coat, put on his hairy cap, 
and stuck his sleeves through his apron. 

As Mrs. Grampus was tying it, (an office which this 
lythful lady regularly performed,) he asked her what 
business had occurred during his absence. . 

"Not so bad," said she; "two pound ten to-night, 
besides one pound eight to receive ;" and she handed 
Mr. Grampus the bill. 

" How many are there on 'em V said that gentle- 
man smiling, as his eye gladly glanced over the items 
of the account. 

"Why, that's the best of all: how many do you 
think V 

" K four did it," said Mr. Grampus, " they wouldn't 
have done badly neither." 

" What do you think of ojte ?" cried Mrs. G. laugh- 
ing, " and he an't done yet. Haddj is gone to fetch 
him another glass of brandy and water." 

Mr. Grampus looked very much alarmed, " Only 
one, and yon say he an't paidi" 

"No," said the lady. 

Mr. Grampus seized the bill, and rushed wildly into 
the dining-room ; the little boy was picking up the 
oystei'-shells still, there were so many of them; the 
Professor was seated on the table, laughing as if drunk, 
and picking his teeth with his fork. 
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Hi THE l-HOFl!aS0K. 

Grampus, shaking in every joint, held out the hill : 
a horrid thought crossed liim ; he had seen that face 

The Professor kicked sneeringly into the air the idle 
piece of paper, and swung his legs recklessly to and 
fro. 

" What a flat you are," shouted he, in a voice of 
thunder, " to think Fm a gvain' to pay ! Pay ! I never 
pay — I'm Dando I" 

The people in the other boxes crowded forward to 
see the celebrated sti'anger ; the little boy grinned as 
he dropped two hundred and forty-four oyster-ahells, 
and Mr. Grampus rushed madly into his front atop, 
shrieking for a watchman. 

Aa he ran, he stumbled over something on the 
floor,— -a woman and a glass of brandy and water lay 
there extended. Like Tarquinia reversed, Elijah Gram- 
pus was trampling over the lifeless body of Adeliza. 

Why enlai^ upon (he miserable theme i The con- 
fiding girl, in returning with the grog from the Bine 
Lion, had anived at the shop only in lime to hear the 
fetal name of Dando. She saw him, tipsy and trium- 
phant, bestriding the festal table, and yelling with 
horrid langhter. The tnjth flashed upon hei' — she 
feli! 

Loat to worldly cares in contemplating the sorrows 
of their idolized child, her pawnta forgot all else beside. 
Mrs. G. held the vinegar-craet to her nostrils ; her hus- 
band brought the soda-water fount^n to play upon her ; 
it restored her to life, but not to sense. When Adeliaa 
Grampus rose from that trance she was a maniao ! 

But what became of the deceiver ? The gorman- 
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dizing nifBan, the lying leneg^do, the fiend m humin 
shape, escaped in the midst of this scene of desolation 
He walked uneonceined thion|,h the ihop, his hat 
cocked on one side as before, Bwaggenng is before, 
whistling as before ; fer m the cioonhght might you 
see his figure ; long, long la the night silence nng his 
demoniac melody of Jim Crow 

When Samuel the boy cleaned out the shop in the 
morning, and made the inventory of the goods, a silver 
fork, a plated ditto, a dish, and a pewter pot wej'c found 
to be wanting. Ingenuity will not be long in guessing 
the name of the thief, 

GJentles, my tale is told. If it may have deterred 
one soul from vice, my end is fully answered ; if it may 
have taught to school-misti'csses carefulness, to pupils 
drciimspection, to youth the folly of sickly sentiment, 
the pain of bitter deception ; to manhood tke crime, 
the meanness of gluttony, the vice whicli it occasions, 
and the wiclied passions it fostci-s ; if these, or any of 
fJiese, have been taught by the above tale, Goliah 
Gahagan seeks for no other reward. 

HoTB. — Please send the proceeds as requested per 
letter ; the bearer being directed not to give up the 
manuscript without. 
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THE BEDFORD-ROW CONSPIEACY, 



" Mr dear John," ciied Lucy, with a very wise look in- 
deed, " it must and siiall be so. As for Doughty-street, 
with our means, a house is out of the question. We 
must keep three servants, and aunt Biggs Says the 
taxes are on e-and -twenty pounds a year." 

" I have seen a sweet place at Chelsea," remarked 
^ohn; "Paradise-(ow, No. 17, — garden^greenhouse — 
fifty pounds a year — omnibus to town within a mile." 

" "What, that I may be left alone all day, and you 
Bpead a fortune in driving backward and forwai'd ia 
those horrid breakneck caba ! My darling, I should 
die there^die of fright, I know I should. Did you 
cot say yourself that the road was not as yet lighted, 
wid that the place swarmed with public-houses and 
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dreadful tipsy Irish bricklayers ? Would yow kill me, 

John r 

" My da — arling," said John, with tremendous fond- 
ness, clutching Miss Lucy suddenly round the waist, 
and rapping tlie hand of that young person violently 
against his waistcoat, — "my — da — arling, don't say 
such things, even in joke. If I objected to the cham- 
bers, it is only heeause you, my love, with your birth 
and connections, ought to have a house of your own. 
The chambers are quite large enough, and certainly 
quite good enough for me." And so after some more 
sweet parley on the pai't of these young people, it was 
agreed that they should take up their abode, when 
mariied, in a part of the house, number one hundred 
and something, Bedford-row, 

It will be necessary to explain to the reader, that 
John was no other than John Perkins, Esq., of the 
Middle Temple, harrister-aHaw, and that Miss Lucy 
was the daughter of the late Captdn Giorgon, and Ma- 
rianne Biggs, his wife. The captMn being of noble 
connections, younger son of a bai'onet, cousin to Lord 
X., and related to the Y. family, had angered all his 
relatives, by marrying a very silly, pretty young woman, 
who kept a ladies' school at Canterbury. She had six 
hundred pounds to her fortune, which the captain laid 
out in. the purchase of a sweet travelling-carriage and 
dressing-case for himself; and going abroad with his 
lady, spent several years in the principal piisona of Eu- 
rope, in one of which he died. His wife and daughter 
were meantime supported by the contributions of Mib. 
Jemima Biggs, who still kept the ladies' school. 

At last a dear old relative — such a one as one reads 



=,!., Google 



119 



of in Tomancea — died and left seven thousand pounds 
apiece to tlie two sistere, whereupon the elder gave up 
schooling and retired to London ; and the younger 
managed to live witli some comfort and decency at 
Brussels, upon two hundred and ten pounds per an- 
num, Mra. GorgTDn never touched a shilling of her 
capital, for the very good reason that it was placed 
entirely out of her reach ; so that when she died, her 
daughter found herself in possession of a sum of money 
that is not always to be met with in this world. 

Her aunt, the baronet's lady, and her aunt, the ex- 
schoolmistress, both wrote very pressing invitations to 
her, and she resided with each for six moiiths after her 
arrival in England, Now, for a second time, she had 
oome to Mrs. Biggs, Caroline-placo, Meoklenhurgh- 
Bquare, It was under the roof of that respectable old 
lady, that John Perkins, Es<i., being invited to take 
tea, wooed and won Miss Gorgon. 

Having thus described the circumstances of Miss 
Gorgon's life, let ns pass for a moment from that young 
lady, and lift up the Fell of mysteiy which envelopes 
the deeds and character of Perkins, 

Perkins, too, was an orphan ; and he and his Lucy, 
of summer evenings, when 8oI descending lingered 
fondly yet about the minarete of the Foundling, and 
^Ided the grassplots of Mecklenburgh-squate — Perkins, 
I say, and Lucy would often sit together in the sum- 
mer-house of that pleasnre-ground, and muse upon lie 
strange coincidences of their life. Lucy was mother- 
less and fatherless; so, too, was Perkins. If Perkins 
was brotherless and sisterless, was not Lucy likewise an 
only child ! Perkins was twenty-three — his age and 
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Lucy's uDited, amounted to forty-six ; and it was to be 
remarted, as a feet Btill more extraordinary, that wLile 
Lucy's relatives were aunts, John's were uncles; myste- 
rious spirit of love ! — let ns treat tliee witli respect and 
wtisper not too many of thy secrets. The fact ia, John 
and Lucy were a pair of fools (as every young couple 
QUffht to be who have hearts that are worth a farthing), 
and were ready to find coincidences, sympathies, hidden 
gushes of feeling;, mystic unions of the soul, and what 
not, in every single circumstance that occurred from the 
rising of the sun to the going down thereof, and in the 
intervals, Bedford-row, where Perkins lived, is not 
very fer fi'Om Mecklenburgh-square ; and John used f« 
say, that he felt a comfort that his house and Luty's 
were served by the same muffln-man. 

Further comment is needless. A more honest, sim- 
ple, clever, warm-hearted, soft, whimsical, romantical, 
high-spirited young fellow than John Perkins did not 
esist. Wien tis father, Dr. Perkins, died, this, his only 
son, was placed under the care of John Perkins, Esq., 
of the house of Perkins, Scully, and Perkins, those cele- 
brated attorneys in the trading town of Oldhorough, 
which the second partner, William Pitt Scully, Esq., 
^presented in parliament and in London. 

All John's fortune was the house in Bedford-row, 
which, at his father's death, was let out into chambers, 
and brought in a dear hundred a-year. Under hia 
uncle's roof at Oldhorough, where he lived with thirteen, 
red-haired male and female cousins, he was only charged 
fifty pounds for hoard, clothes and pocket-money, and 
the remainder of his rents was carefiilly put by for him 
until hia majority. When he approached that period— 
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when he came to belong to two spoutiDg- clubs at Old- 
horough, among the young merchants and lawyers'- 
clerka— to blow the flute nicely, and play a good game 
at billiards — to have written one or two smart things in 
the OldboTough Sentinel — to be fond of smoting (in 
which act he was discovered by his fainting aunt at 
three o'clock one morning)— in one word, when John 
Perkins arrived at manhood, he discovered that he was 
quite unfit to be an attorney, tiiat he detested all the 
ways of his uncle's stern, dull, vulgar, regular, red-headed 
family, and he vowed that he would go to London and 
make his fortune. Thither he went, his aunt and cou- 
ans, who were all "serious," vowing that he was a lost 
boy, and when his history opens, John had been two 
years in the metropolis, inhabiting his own garrets ; and 
a very nice compact set of apartments, looking into the 
back-garden, at this moment falling vacant, the prudent 
Lucy Goigon had visited them, and vowed that she 
and her John should there commence housekeeping. 

All these explanations are tedious, but necessary ; 
and furthermore, it must be said, that as John's uncle's 
partner was the liberal member for Oldborough, so 
Lucy's uncle was its ministerial representative. 

This gentleman, the brother of the deceased Captain 
Gorgon, lived at the paternal mansion of Gorgon Castle, 
and rejoiced in the name and title of Sir John Grimsby 
Gorgon. He, too, like his younger brother, had mar- 
ried a lady beneath his own rank in hfe: having 
espoused the daughter and heiress of Mr. Hicks, the 
great brewer at Oldborough, who held numerous mort- 
gages on the Gorgon property, all of which he yielded 
up, together with his daughter Eliza, to the care of the 
liaronet. 
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"What Latly Gorgon was in character, this history 
will show. In person, if she may be compared to any 
vulgar animal, one of her father's heavy, healthy hroad- 
flanked, Eoman-nosed, white dray-horses, might, to the 
poetic mind, appear to resemble her. At twenty she 
was a splendid creature, and though not at her full 
growth, yet remarkable for strength and sinew : at forty- 
five she was as fine a woman as iny in his majesty's 
dominions. Five feet seven in height, thnteen ■'tone, 
her own teeth and hair, ate lookpd is if she were the 
mother of a regiment of gi'enadier guards She had 
three daughters of her own size, and at length, ten years 
after the birth of the last of the young ladies a son — 
one son— George Augustus Fredeiic Giimsby Gorgon, 
the godson of a royal duko, whose steaJy officer in wait- 
ing Sir George had been for many y ais 

It is needless to say, after entering so Ingely into a 
description of Lady Gorgon, that her hushand was a 
little, shrivelled, weazel-faced creatuie, eight inches 
shorter than her ladyship. This is the way of the 
world, as every single reader of this book must have 
remarked ; for irolic love delights to join giants and 
pigmies of different sexes in the bonds of mitiimony. 
"When you. saw her ladyship, in flame-coloured satin, 
and gorgeous toque and feathers, entering the drawing- 
room, as footmen along the stairs shouted melodiously. 
Sis Geobob abd Lady Goegon, you beheld in her 
company a small withered old gentleman, with powder 
and large royal household buttons, who tripped at Iier 
elbow as a little weak-legged colt does at Uie side of a 
stout mare. 

The little General had been present at about a hun- 
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dred and twenty pi tot-battles on Hounslow Heath and 
Wormwood Scrubs, but had never drawn his sword 
against an enemy. As might be espeoted, therefore, 
his talk and tetme were outiageoiisly mihtary. He had 
the whole army-list by heart — that is, aa fer as the lield- 
officers — all below them he scorned. A bugle at Gor- 
gon Castle always sounded at breakfast and dinner : a 
gun announced sunset. He dung to his pigtail for 
many yeare after the army had forsaken that ornament, 
and could never be brought to think muck of the Penin- 
sular men for giving it up. When he spoke of the 
duke, he used to call him "My Lord Wellington — / 
recollect kim as Captain Wesley." He swore fearfully 
in conversation-— was most regular at church, and regu- 
larly read to his family and domestics the morning and 
evening prayer; he bullied his daughters, seemed to 
bully his wife, who led him whither she chose; gave 
grand entertainments, and never asked a friend by 
chance ; had splendid liveries, and starved his people ; 
and was as dull, stingy, pompous, insolent, cringing, ill- 
tempered a little creatui-e as ever was known. 

With such qualities you may fancy that he was 
generally admired in society and by his countvy. So 
he was : and I never knew a man so endowed whose 
way through life was not safe — who had fewer pangs of 
conscience — more positive enjoyments — more respect 
shown to him— more favours granted to him, than such 
a one aa my friend the General. 

Her ladyship was just suited to him, and they did 
in reality admire ea^h other hngeiy. Previously to her 
marriage with the baronet, many love-passagea had 
passed between htr and William Pitt Scully, Esq., the 
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attorney, and there was especially one story, apr&pos of 
certain syllabubs and Sally-Lunn cakes, wbich eeemed 
to show tliat mattei's bad gone very far. Be this as it 
may, no sooner did tbe General (Major Gorgon he was 
tben) cast an eye on her, tbaa Scully's five years fabric 
of love was instantly dashed to the ground. She cut 
him pitilessly, cut Sally Scully, his sister, her dearest 
friend and confidante, and bestowed her big person upon 
tbe little aide-de-camp at the end of a fortnight's woo- 
ing. In the course of time, their mutual fathers died ; 
the Gorgon estates were unencumbei'ed : patron of both 
the seats in the borough of Oldborough, and occupant 
of one, Sir George Grimsby Gorgon, baronet, was a 
personage of no small importance. 

Se was, it scarcely need be said, a Torj' ; and tliis 
was the reason why William Pitt Scully, Esq., of tbe 
firm of Perkins and Scully, deserted those principles in 
which he had been bred and chiistened ; deserted that 
church which he had frequented, for he could not bear 
to see Sir John and my lady flaunting in their gi'and 
pew ; — deserted, I say, the church, adopted the conven- 
ticle, and became one of the most zealous and eloquent 
supporters that Freedom has known in our time. 
Scully, of the House of Scully and Perkins, was a dan- 
gerous enemy. In five years from that mai'riage, which 
snatched from the jilted solicitor his heart's young 
affections, Sir George Gorgon found that he must ac- 
tually spend seven hundred pounds to keep his two 
seals. At the next election, a liberal was set up against 
his man, and actually run him hard; and finally, at 
the end of eighteen years, the I'ejecfed Scully — the 
mean attorney — was actually tbe first member for 
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Oldborough, 8ii' George Grimsby Gorgon, Baronet, be- 
ing only the second ! 

The agony of that day cannot be imagined— the 
dreadful curses of Sir George, who saw fifteen hundred 
a year robbed from under his very nose — the religious 
resignation of my lady — the hideous window-smashing 
that took place at the Gorgon Arms, and the discom- 
fiture of the pelted mayor and corporation. The very 
next Sunday, Scully was reconciled to the chnrch (or 
attended it in the morning, and the meeting twice in 
the afternoon), and as Doctor Shorter uttered the prayer 
for the high court of parliament, his eye — the eye of 
his whole party — turned towai'ds Lady Gorgon and Sir 
George in a most unholy triumph. Sir George (who 
always stood during prayers, like a military man,) 
fairly sunk down among tbe hassocks, and Lady Gorgon 
was heard to aob as audibly ae ever did little beadle- 
belaboured urchin. 

Scully, when at Oldborough, came from that day 
forth to church. "What," said he, "was it to him? 
were we not all brethren'" Old Perkins, however, 
kept religiously to the Squaretoes' congregation. In 
feet, to tell the truth, this subject had been debated be- 
tween the partneis, who saw the advantage of courting 
both the eatabliahment and the dissenters— am anOBuvre 
which, I need not say, is repeated in almost every coun- 
try town in England, where a solicitor's house has this 
kind of power and connexion. 

Three months after this election came the races at 
Oldborough, and the race-bail. Gorgon was so infuri- 
af«d by this defeat, tbat he gave " the Gorgon cup and 
cover," a matter of fifteen pounds. Scully, " although 
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anxious," as lie wrote from town, " anxious lieyond 
measure to preserve the breed of horses for which our 
heloved country has ever been famous, could attend no 
such sports as these, which hut too often degenerated 
into vice." It was voted a ahahbj excuse. Lady Gor- 
gon was radiant in her barouche and four, and gladly 
hecame the patroness of the ball that was to ensue ; 
and which all the gentry and townspeople, Tory and 
Whig, were in the custom of attending. The ball took 
place on the last day of the races — on that day, the 
walls of the market-house, the principal public build- 
ings, and the Gorgon Arms hotel itself, were \ ' 
with the following — 



Stwse ijf Gammons, WediMeday, Jiine 9, 13 — . 
" My dear Heeltap, — You know my opinion about 
hoise-racing, and though I blame neither you nor any 
brother Englishman who enjoys that manly sport, you 
will, I am sure, appreciate the conscientious motives 
which induce me not to appear among my friends and 
constituents on the festival of the 3d, 4th, and 5th in- 
stant. If /, however, cannot allow my name to appear 
among your list of stewards, one at least of the repre- 
sentatives of Oldborough has no such scruples. Sir 
George Gorgon is among you ; and though I differ 
from that honourable baronet on more than one idlal 
pmnt, I am glad to think that he is with you — a gentle- 
man, a soldier, a man of property in the county, how 
lan he be better employed than in forwarding the 
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county's amusements, and in forwarding tlie happiness 
of all! 

" Had I uo such scruples as those to which I have 
JQst alluded, I must still have refrained from coming 
among you. Your great OlUhorough common-draia- 
sge and inclosure bill comes on to-night, and I shall be 
at my post. I am sure, if Sir George Gorgon were 
here, he and I should on this occasion vote side by side, 
and that party strife would be forgotten in the object of 
our common interest — our dear native totim. 

" There is, however, another occasion at hand, in 
which I shall be proud to meet him. Your ball is on 
the night of the eth. Party forgotten — brotherly union 
— innocent rairtli — beauty, our dear tovm's beauty, our 
daughters in the joy of their expanding loveliness, our 
matrons in the exquisite contemplation of their chil- 
dren's bliss, — can you, can I, can Whig or Toiy, can 
any Briton be indifferent to a scene like this, or refiise 
to join in this heart-stirring festival ? If there he sHch 
let them pardon me,— I, for one, my dear Heeltap, will 
be among you on Friday night, — ay, and hereby in^ 
viie all pretty Tory Misses, who are in want of a 

"I am here in the very midst of good things, you 
know, and we old folks like a tapper after a dance. 
Please to accept a brace of bucks and a turtle, which 
come herewith. My worthy colleague, who was so 
liberal last year of his soup to the poor, will not, I trust, 
refuse to taste a little of Alderman Birch's— 'tis offered 
on my part with hearty good will. Hey for the 6th, 
and vive lajok. 

" Ever, my dear Heeltap, your faitiful, 

" W, Pirr Scully. 
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" P. S. Of course this letter is sirklly private, 
y that the veDJson, &c., came from a 



This aiBazing letter was published in deiiance of 
Mr. Scully's injunctions by the enthusiastic Heeltap, 
who said bluntJy in a preface, " That he saw no reason 
why Mr. Scully should be ashamed of his action, and 
ho, for his part, was giad to let all friends at .Old- 
horough know of it." 

The allusion about the Gorgon so«p was killing; 
thirteen paupers in Oldborough had, it was confidentiy 
asserted, died of it. Lady Gorgon, on the reading of 
this letter, was struck completely dumb — Sir George 
Gorgon was wild — ten dozen of champagne was ho 
obliged to send down to the Gorgon Anns, to he 
added to the festival. He would have stayed away if 
he could, hut he dared not. 

At nine o'clock, he in general's unifomi, his wife 
in blue satin and diamonds, hia daughters in blue crape 
and white roses, his niece, Lucy Gorgon, in white mus- 
lin, hia son, George Augustus Frederic Grimsby Gor- 
gon, in a blue velvet jacket, sugai^loaf buttons, and 
nankeens, entered the north door of the hall-room to 
much cheering, and the sound of " God save the King I" 

At that very same moment, and from the south 
door, issued William Pitt Scully, Esq., M.P., and his 
staff. Mr. Scully had a bran-new blue coat and brass 
buttons, buff waistcoat, white keraeymere tights, pumps 
with large rosettes, and pink silk stockings. 

"This wool," said he to a friend, "was grown on 
Oldborough sheep, this cloth was spun in Oldborough 
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looms, these l>uttons were cast in an Oldborough manu- 
factory, these shoes were made by an Oldborough 
tradesman, this heart first beat in Oldborough town, 
and pray Heaven may be buried there ! 

Could any thing resist a man like thia ? John Per- 
kins, who had come down as one of Scully's aides-de- 
camp, in a fit of generous enthusiasm, leaped on a whist- 
table, flung up a pocket-handkerchief, and shiieked — 
" Scully for bvbb 1" 

Heeltap, who was generally dnink, fairly burst info 
teai's, and the grave tradesmen and Whig gentry, who 
had dined with the member at his inn, and accompa- 
nied him thence to the Giorgon Arms, lifted their deep 
voices and shouted, "Hear! Good! Bravo! Noble! 
Scully for ever ! God bless him ! and Hurra !" 

The scene was tumultuously affecting, and when 
young Perkins sprung down from the table, and came 
blushing up to the member, that gentleman said, 

"Thank you. Jack! thank you, my boy! ihakk 
you," in a way which made Perkins think that his su- 
preme cup of bliss was quaffed, that he had but to die ; 
for that hfe had no other such joy in store for him. 
Scully was Perkins's Napoleon — he yielded himself up 
to the attorney, body and soul. 

Whilst this scene was going on under one chande- 
lier of the ball-room ; beneath tlie other, scarlet little 
General Gorgon, sumptuous Lady Gorgon, thedaughtei 
and niece Gorgons were standing, surrounded by their 
Tory conrt, who affected to sneer and titter at the 
Whig demonstrations which were taking place, 

" What a howwid thmell of withkey !" lisped Comet 
FitJih of the dragoons to Miss Lucy, confidentially 
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"aad thetliQ are what Uiey call Whigtii, are tliey ? 

" They are drunk, — me— dnmk by ■ !" said the 

General to the Mayor. 

" Which is Scully ?" said Lady Gorgon, lifting her 
glass gravely (she was at that very moment thinking 
of the syllabubs). " Is it that tipsy man in the green 
coat, or that vulgar creature in the blue one ?" 

"Law, my lady!" said the Mayoresa ; "have you 
fotgotten him ! Why that's him in blue and buff." 

"And a monthous fine man too," said Comet 
Fitch ; I wish we had him in our twoop — ^he'th thix 
feet thwee, if he'th an inch ; ain't he, genewal V 

No reply. 

" And Heavens ! mamma," shrieked the three Goi^ 
gons in a breath, " see, one ci'eature is on the whist- 
table. Oh, the wretch I" 

"Fm sure he's veiy good looking," said Lucy, 
simply. 

Lady Gorgon darted at her an angiy look, and 
was about to say something veiy contemptuous, when, 
at that instant, John Perkins's shout taking effect, 
Master Geoige Augustus Frederic Grimsby Gorgon, not 
knowing better, incontinently raised a small shout on 
his side. 

"Hear! good I bravo!" exclaimed ho! "Scully 
for ever I Hurra-a-a-ay 1" and fell skipping about like 
the Whigs opposite. 

" Silence, you brute, you !" groaned Lady Gorgon ; 
and 8«King him by the shirt-frill aad coat-collar, carried 
liim away to his nurse, who, with many other maids of 
the Whig and Tory parties, stood giggling and peeping 
atlh^laii.linspla^-:. 
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Fanoy how all these small incidents augmeiited the 
heap of Lady Gorgon's anger and injuries ! She was 
a dull phlegmatic woman, for the most part, and eon- 
tented herself generally with merely despising her 
neighbours ; but oh I what a fine active hatred raged in 
her bosom for victorious Scully ! At this moment Mr. 
Perkins had finished shaldng hands with his Napoleon 
— Napoleon seemed bent upon some tremendous enter- 
prise. He was looking at Lady Gorgon veiy hard. 

"She's a fine woman," said Scully, thoughtfully; 
he was stili holding the hand of Perkins. And then, 
after a pause, " Gad ! I think I'll try." 

"Try what, sir?" 

'She's a deuced fine woman!" burst out again the 
tender solicitor. " I mil go. Springer, tell the fiddlers 
to strike up." 

Springer scuttled across the room, and gave the 
leader of the band a knowing nod. Suddenly, " God 
save the King " ceased, and " Sir Koger de CoTerley " 
began. The rival forces eyed each other; Mr. Scully, 
accompanied by bis friend, came forward, looking very 
red, and fumbling two large kid gloves. 

" Se's going fa ask me to dance" hissed out Lady 
Gorgon, with a dreadful intuition, and she drew back 
behind her lord. 

"D — it, madam, then rfdwce with him !" said the 
general. " Don't you see that the scoundrel is carrying 

it all his own way ; — him, and him, and — ■ — 

— him." (Al! of which dashes the reader may fill up 
■with oaths of such strength as may be requisite" 

" General I" cried Lady Gorgon, but could say no 
more. Scully was before her. 
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" Madam !" exclaimed the liberal member for Old- 
borougti, "in a moment like this — I say — that is — tiat 
on the present occasion — your ladyship — unaccustomed 
BiS I am — pooh, psha — will your ladyship give me the 
distinguished honour and pleasure of going down the 
country-dance with your ladyship ?" 

An immense heave of her ladyship's ample chest 
was perceptible. Yards of blond-lace, which might be 
compared to a foam of the sea, wei-e agitated at the 
same moment, and by the same mighty emotion. The 
river of diamonds which flowed round her ladyship's 
neck, seemed to swell and fo shine more than ever. 
The tall plumes on her ambrosial head bowed down 
beneath the storm. In other words. Lady Gorgon, in a 
furious rage, which she was compelled to restrain, 
trembled, drew up, and bowing majestically said, 

" Sir, I shall have much pleasure." With this, she 
extended her hand. Scully, trembling, thrust forward 
one of his huge kid gloves, and led her to the head of 
the country-dance. John Perkins, who I presume had 
been drinking pretty freely so as to have forgotten his 
ordinary bashfulness, looked at the three Gorgons in 
blue, then at the pretty smiling one in white, and step- 
ping up to her, without the smallest hesitation, asked 
her if she would dance with him. The young lady 
smilingly agreed. The great example of Scully and 
Lady Gorgon was followed by all dandng men and 
women. PoUtical enmities were forgotten. Whig voters 
invited Tory voters' wives to the dance. The daughters of 
Reform accepted the hands of the sons of Conservatives. 
The reconciliation of the Romans and Sabines was not 
more touching than this sweet fusion. Whack ! whack ! 
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Mr. Springer clapped his hands ; and the fiddlers adroit- 
ly obeying the cheeiful signal, began playing "Sir 
Roger de Coverley " louder than ever. 

I do not tiiow by what extraoi-dinaiy charm (nescio 
qud. prceter solitum, &c.) ; but young Perkins, who all 
his life had hated country-dances, was delighted with 
thb one, and skipped, and laughed, poussetting, cross- 
ing, down-the-ajiddling, with his merry little partner, 
till evei'y one of the better-most sort of the thirty-nine 
couples had dropped panting away, and till the young- 
est Miss Gorgon, coming up to his partner, said, in a 
loud hissing, scornful, whisper, "Lucy, ntarama thints 
you have danced quite enough with this — :thi5 person." 
And Lucy, blushing, starting hack, and looMng at 
Perkins in a very melancholy way, made him a little 
curtesy, and went off to the Gorgonian party with her 
cousin. Perkins was too frightened to lead her back to 
her place — too frightened at first, and then too angry. 
"Person!" said he: his soul swelled with a desperate 
republicanism ; he went back to his patron more of a 
radical than ever. 

He found that gentleman in tlie solitary tea-i'oom, 
pacing up and down before the observant landlady and 
handmaidens of the Gorgon Arms, wiping his brows, 
gnawing his fingers — his ears looming over his stiff 
white shirtrcoUar, as I'cd as fi.re. Once more the great 
man seized John Perkins's hand aa the latter came 
up. 

" D — the aristocrats ?' roared the ex-follower of 



"And so say I; but what's the matter, s 
"What's the matter ?— Why, that wo 



=,!., Google 



194 THE BBDFOnD-BOW OONSPIliACJ'. 

infei'nal, haughty, straight-laced, cold-blooded, brewer's 
daughter I I loved that woman, sir — I kissed that 
woman, sir, twenty years ago — we were all but en- 
gaged, air — we've walked for hours and hoars, sir ; us 
and the governess — Fve got a lock of her hair, sir, 
amoDg my papers now — ajid to-nighl, would you be- 
lieve it ! — as 3oon as she got to the bottom of the set, 
away aha went — not one word would she speak to me 
all the way down : and when I wanted to lead her to 
her place, and asked her if she would have a glass of 
negua, 'Sir,' says she, 'I have done my duty ; I bear 
no malice : but I consider you a traitor to Sir George 
Gorgon's family — a traitor and an upstart ! I consider 
your speaking to me aa a piece of insolent vulgarity, and 
beg yon will leave me to myself!' There's her speech, 
sir. Twenty people heard it, and all of her Tory set, 
too. ni tell you what, Jack, at the nest election 111 
put you up. Oh! that woman! tliat woman! — and 
lo think that I love her still !" Here Mr, Scully paused, 
and fiercely consoled himself by swallowing three cups 
of Mrs. Rincer's green tea. 

The feet is, that Lady Gorgon's passion had com- 
pletely got the better of her reason. Her ladyship was 
naturally cold and artificially extremely squeamish, and 
when this great red-faced enemy of hers, looked ten- 
derly at her through his red little eyes, and squeezed her 
hand, and attempted to renew old acquaintance, she 
felt such an intolerable disgust at his tiiumph, at his 
familiarity, and at the remembrance of her own former 
liking for him, that she gave utterance to the speech 
above correctly reported. The Tories were delighted 
with her spirit, and Cornel Fitch, with much glee, told 
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the story to the general ; hut that officer, who was at 
whist with aome of his friends, fluBg down his cards, 
and coming up to his lady, said briefly, 

" Madam, you are a fool !" 

" I will not stay here to be bearded by that disgust- 
ing man ! — Mr, Fitch, call my people. — Henrietta, bring 
Miss Lucy from that linendraper with whom she is 
dancing. I will not stay. General, once for all." 

Henrietta ran — siie hated her cousin ; Comet Fitch 
was departing. " Stop, Fitch," said Sir George, seizing 
him by the arm. — " You are a fool, Lady Gorgon," said 

he, " and I repeat it — a fool ! This fellow, Scully, 

is carrying all before him : he has talked with eveiy 
bod la gl ed 'tb. every body — and you, with your 

nf i a — a b wer's daughter, by , must sit 

Ik a qu n and t speak to a sou! ! You've lost me 

at f my b ougb, with your infernal pride — 
filt n bun 1 1 a y ar, by Jove ! — and you think you 
will bully m t f another. No, madam, you shall 

t y and tay pp r too — and the gills shall dance 

w th y bed bimneysweep and butcher in the 

m they h 11, nfound me 1" 

H lady h p aw that it was necessary to submit ; 

and M Sp ^ th m-ist r of the ecremonies was 

all d and q eeted t po nt out some eligible part- 

n rs t th y n Id One went off with a whig 

t n an tl fig d n a quadrille with a very 

1 be al ap th y an 1 tb third, Miss Henrietta, re- 

" Hallo ! you sir," roared the little general to John 
Perkins, who was passing by. John turned round and 
fiiced him. 
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"You were dancing with my niece just now — sliow 
us your skill now, and dance with one of iny daughters. 
Stand up, Miss Henrietta Gorgon — Mr. WhatVyour- 

" My name," said John, with marked and majestic 
emphasis, " is Perkins," and he looked towards Lucj 
who dared not look again. 

"Miss Gorgon — Mr. Perkins. There, now go sud 
dance." 

"Mr, Perkins regrets, madasi," said John, making 
a bow to Miss Henrietta, "that he is not able to dance 
this evening. I am this moment obliged to look to 
the supper, but you will find, no doubt, some other 
PBftBON who will have much pleasure." 

" Go to — , sir !" screamed the General, starting up, 
and shaking his cane. 

" Calm yourself, dearest George," said Lady Gorgon, 
clinging fondly to him. Fitch twiddled his mustaches. 
Miss Henrietta Goi'gon stared witli open mouth. The 
silks of the surrounding dowagers rustled — the coun- 
tenances of all looked grave, 

"I will follow you, sir, wherever you please; and 
you may hear of me whenever you like," said Mi'. 
Perkins, bowing and retiring. He heard little Lucy 
sobbing in a corner. He was lost at once — lost in love ; 
he felt as if he could combat fifty generals ! he never 
was so happy in his life ! 

The supper came ; but as that meal cost five shil- 
lings a head. General Gorgon dismissed the four apin- 
Blers of his family homewards in the carriage, and so 
saved himself a pound. This added to Jack Perkins's 
wrath ; he had hoped to have seen Miss Lucy once 
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more. He was a steward, and, in tlie General's teetli, 
would have done Jiis duty. He was thiriking how he 
wonld have helped her to the most delicate chiclcen- 
wings and blanc-matiffes, how he would have made her 
take champagne. Under the noses of indignant aunt 
SBd uncle, what glorious fun it would have been ! 

Out of place as Mr. Scully's present was, and though 
Lady Gorgon and her party sneered at the vulgar no- 
tion of venison and turtie for suppei', all the world at 
Oldborough ate very greedily of those two substantial 
dishes; and the mayor's wife became fi'om that day 
forth a mortal enemy of the Gorgona ; for, sitting near 
her ladyship, who reftised the proffered soup and meat, 
tJie mayoress thought herself obliged to follow this dis- 
agreeable example. She sent away the plate of turtle 
with a sigh, saying, however, to the baronet's lady, " I 
thought, mem, that the Zord Mayor of London always 
had turtle fo his supper," 

" And what if he didn't, Biddy ?" said his honour 
the mayor ; " a good thing's a good thing, and here 
goes 1" wherewith he plunged his spoon into the savoury 
mess. The mayoress, as we have said, dared not; but 
she hated Lady Gorgon, and remembered it at the nest 
election. 

The pride, in fact, and insolence of the Goigou 
party, rendered every person in the room hostile to 
them ; so soon as, goi^d with meat, they began to 
find that courage which Britons invariably derive from 
their victuals. The show of the Gorgon plate seemed 
to offend the people. The Gorgon champagne was a 
long time, too, in making its appearance. An'ive, Low- 
ever, it did ; the people were waiting for it. The 
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young ladies not accustomed to that drink, ( 
pledging their admirers until it was produced; the 
men, too, despised the bucellas and sheviy — and were 
looking continually towards the door. At last Mr. 
Eincer, tke landlord, Mr. Hock, Sir George's hutler, and 
Bundry others, entered the room. Bang went the corks 
— fizz the foamy liquor sparkled into all sorts of glasses 
that were held out for its reception. Mr. Hock helped 
Sir George and his party, who drank with great gusto; 
the wine which waa administered to the persons imme- 
diately around Mr. Scully, was likewise pronounced to 
be good. But Mr. Perkins, who had taken his seat 
among the humbler individuals, and in the very middle 
of the table, observed that all th^e persons after drink- 
ing, made to each other very wry and ominous fac^ 
and whispered much. He tasted his wine — it was a 
villanous compound of sugar, vitriol, soda, water, and 
green goosebemes. At this moment a great clatter of 
forks was made hy the president's and vice-president's 
party. Silence for a toast — 'twas silence all. 

"Landlord," said Mr, Perkins, starting up (the 
rogue, where did his impudence come fiom f) " have 
you any champagne oi.your ovmf" 

" Silence ! down I" roared the Tories, the ladies 
looking aghast. " Silence, sit down, you !" shrieked 
the well-known voice of the General. 

"I beg your pardon, General," said young John 
Perkins ; bnt where couid you have bought this cham- 
pagne? My worthy friend I know is going to propose 
the ladies ; let us at any rate drink such a toast in 
good wine." (Hear, hear !) " Drink her ladyship's 
health in this stuff? I declare to goodness I would 
sooner drink it in beer !" 
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No pen can describe the uproar which arose; the 
anguish of the Gorgoiiitas — th« shrieks, jeers, cheers, 
iroDic cries of " Swipes, &a. !" which proceeded from 
the less genteel, hut more enthusiastic SciUlj'ites. 

" This vulgarity is too much," said Lady Goigon, 
risiug ; and Mrs. Mayoress, and the ladies of tlie party 
did so too. 

The Genei'al, two squires, tbe clergyman, the Gor- 
gon, apothecary and attorney, witii tiieir respective 
ladies, followed her — they were plainly beaten from the 
field. Such of the Tories as dared, remained, and in 
inglorious compromise shared the jovial Whig feast. 

" Gentlemen and ladies," hiccupped Mr. Heeltap, 
" ni ^ve you a toast, ' Champagne to our real^ — hie — 
friends,' no, ' real champagne to our friends,' and — hie — 
pooh 1 ' Champagne to our friends, and real pain to 



The Scully faction on this day bore the victory 
away, and if the polite reader has been shocked by cer- 
tain vulgarities on the part of Mr. Scully and his 
friends, he must remember imprimis that Oldborough 
was an inconsiderable place — that the inhabitants there- 
of were chiefly trades-people, not of refined habits — 
that Mr. Scully himself had only for three months 
mingled among the aristocracy — that his youag friend, 
Pertins, was violently angry — and finally, and to con- 
clude, that tlie proud vulgarity of the great Su' George 
Gorgon and his family, were infinitely more odious and 
contemptible than f3ie mean vulgarity of the Scullyites 
and their leader. 

Immediately after this event, Mr. Scully and his 
young friend, Perkins, returned to town ; the latter to 
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■qii garret'* in Bedford-row — the former to his apart- 
ments on the fiibt floor of the same house. He Uved 
here to supenntend his legal husinesa, of which the 
London agents, Messrs. Higgs, Biggs & Biatherwick, 
occupied the ground floor — the junior paitner, Mr. Qus- 
taviis Biatherwick, occupying the second-flat of the 
house. Scully made no secret of bis profession or resi- 
dence — ^he was an attorney, and proud of it — he was 
the grandson of a labourer, and tbanied God for it — 
be had made Hs fortune by bis own honest labour, and 
why should be be ashamed of it 3 

And now, having explained at full length who the 
several heroes and heroines of tliis history were, and 
bow they conducted themselves in the country, let us 
describe their behaviour in London, and the great 
events whicb occurred there. 

You must know that Mr. Perkins bore away the 
tenderest recollections of the young lady with whom he 
bad danced at the Oldborough ball, and, having taken 
particular care to find out where she dwelt when 
in the metropolis, managed soon to become acquainted 
with aunt Biggs, and made himself so amiable to 
that lady, that she be^ed he would pass all hia 
disengaged evenings at her lodgings in Caroline- 
place. Mrs. Biggs was perfectly aware that the young 
gentleman did not come for her bohea and muffins, so 
much as for the sweeter conversation of her niece, Miss 
Goi'gon ; but seeing that these two young people were 
of an age when ideas of love and marriage will spring 
up, do what you will; seeing that her niece had a 
fortune, and Mr. Perkins had the prospect of a plac 
and was moreover a very amiable and well-dii 
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young fellow, she thoiigiit liei' niece could not do better 
than marry him ; and Miss Gorgon thought so too. 
Now the public will be able to understand the meaning 
of that important conversation which is recorded at the 
very commencement of this history. 

Lady Gorgon and her family were likewise in town ; 
but when in the metropolis, they never took notice of 
their relative, Miss Lucy ; t!ie idea of acknowledging 
an ex-schoolmistress, living in Mocklenburgh-square, 
being much too preposterous for a person of my Lady 
Gorgon's breeding and fashion. She did not, therefore, 
know of the progi'ess which sly Periina was making all 
this while; for Lucy Gorgon did not think it was at 
all necessary to inform her ladyship how deeply slie 
was smitten by the wicked yonng gentleman, who had 
made all the disturbance at the Oldborough ball. 

The intimacy of these young persons had, in fact, be- 
come so close, that on a certain snnshiny Sunday in De- 
cember, after having accompanied aunt Biggs to church, 
they had pursued their walk as far as that rendez- 
vous of level's — the Regent's Park, and were talking 
of their coming man'iage with ranch confidential ten- 
derness, before the bears in the Zoological Gardens. 

Miss Lucy was ever and anon feeding those inter- 
esting animals with buns, to perform which act of char- 
ity, she had clambered up on the parapet which sur- 
rounds their den. Mr. Perkins was below ; and Miss 
Lucy-, having diatiibuted her buns, was on the point of 
following, — but whether from timidity, or whether from 
a desire to do young Perkins an essential service, I 
know not ; however, she found herself quite unwilling 
to jump down unaided. 
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"My dearKt John," said she, "I never can jump 
that," 

Whefeupon, John stepped up, put one hand round 
Lucy's waist ; and as one of here gently fell upon hia 
slioulder, Mr. Perkins took the other, and said, — 

" Now jump." 

Hoop ! junip she did, and so excessively active and 
clever was Mr. John Perkins, that he jumped Miss Lucy 
plump into the middle of a group formed of 

Lady Gorgon, 

The Misses Gorgon, 

Mastei- George Augustus Frederic Grimsby Gorgon, 

And a footman, poodle, and French governess, 
who had a'J been for two or three minutes listening to 
the billings and cooings of these imprudent young 



CHAPTER ir. 



" Miss Lucy I" 

" Upon my word !" 

" Pm hanged if it am't Lucy ! How do, Lucy ?" 
uttered Lady, the Misses, and Master Gorgon in a breath. 
Lucy came forward, bending down her ambrosial 
curls, and blushing, as a modest young woman should ; 
for, in truth, the sei'ape was very awkward, and as for 
John Perkins, he made a start, and then a s(«p for- 
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wards, and then two backwards, and tl 

hands upon his black satin, stock — in abort, the si 

not shine at that moment upon a man who looked so 

exquisitely foolish. 

" Miss Lucy Goi^ou, is yout aunt — is Mrs. Eiiggs 
here ?" said Gorgon, drawing herself up with much 
state. 

"Mrs. Bi^s, aunt," said Lucy demurely, 

"Bigga or Briggs, madam, it is not of the slightest 
consequence. I presume that persons in my rank of 
life are not expected to know every body's name in 
Magdeburg-sqnare !" (Lady Gorgon Iiad a house in 
Baker-stveet, and a dismal house it was.) " Not here," 
continued she, lightly interpreting Lucy's silence, " noi 
here ?— and may I ask bow long is it that young ladies 
have been allowed to walk abroad without chaperons, 
and to — to take a part in such scenes as that which we 
have just seen acted ?" 

To this question— and indeed it was rather difficult 
to answer — Misa Gorgon had no Mply. TJiere Tvere 
the. six grey eyes of her couans glowering at her — 
there was George Augustus Frederic examining her 
with an air of extreme wonder, Mademoiselle tJie 
governess turning her looks demurely away, and awful 
Lady Gorgon glancing fiercely at her in front. !Not 
mentioning the footman and poodle, what could a 
poor,, modest, timid girl plead before such an inquisition, 
especially when she was clearly guilty J Add to this, 
that as Lady Gorgon, that majestic woman, always re- 
markable for her size and insolence of demeanour, had 
planted herself in the middle of the path, and spoke at 
the extreme pitch of her voice, many persons walking 
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in the neighbourhood had heard her ladyship's speech 
and stopped, and seemed disposed to await the re- 
joinder. 

"Foi" Heaven's sate, aunt, don't draw a crowd 
around us," said Lucy, who, indeed, was glad of the 
only escape that lay in her power, " I will tell you 
of the— of the circumstances of — of my engagement 
with this gentleman — with Mi'. Perkins," added she, 
in a softer tone — so soft that (he 'erkina was quite in- 
audible. 

" A Mr. What? An engagement without coDsultr 
ing youi' guardians !" screamed her ladyship, " this 
must be looked to ! Jeraingham, call round my cai'- 
riage. Mademoiselle, you will have the goodness to 
walk home with Master florgon, and carry him if you 
please, where there is wet ; and, girls, as the day is 
fine, you will do likewise. Jemingham, you will attend 
the young ladies. Miss Goi^n, I will thank you to 
follow me immediately ;" and so saying, and looking at 
the crowd with ineffable scorn, and at Mr. Perkins not 
at all, the lady bustled away forwards, the flies of Gor- 
gon daughters and governess closing round and envel- 
oping poor Lucy, who found herself carried forward 
against her will, and in a minute seated in her aunt's 
coach, along with that tremendous person. 

Her case was bad enough, but what was it to Per- 
kins's 9 Fancy his blank surprise and rage at having 
his love thus suddenly ravished fiom him, and his de- 
lidous tete-a-tete inteiTUpted. He managed, in an in- 
eoueeivahly short space of lime, to conjme up half a 
miUion olBtacles to his union. What should he do ! 
he would msh on to Baker street, and wait there until 
his Lu<^ left I-^dy Gorgon's house. 
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He could find no vehicle for him in the E<^nt's 
Park, and was in conseq^uence obliged to make his 
journey on foot. Of coui'se, he nearly killed himself 
with running, and ran so quick, that he was just in 
tJme to see the two ladies step out of Lady Gorgon's 
carriage at her own house, and to hear Jemingham's 
fellow-footmaa roar to the Gorgonian coachman, " Half- 
past seven I" at which hour we are, to this day, con- 
vinced that Lady Gorgon was going out to dine. Mr, 
Jemingham's associate having banged to the door, with 
an insolent look towaids Perkins, who was prying in 
with the most suspicious and indecent curiosity, retired, 
exclaiming, "That chap has a hi to our great-coats, I 
reckon !" and left John Pel-kins to pace the street and 



John Perkins then walked resolutely up and down 
dismal Baker-street, determined on an iclaircissetnmt 
He was for some time occupied in thinking how it was 
that the Gorgons were not at church, they who made 
BUch a parade of piety ; and John Perkins smiled as he 
passed the chapel, and saw that two charity sermons 
were to be preached thatday — and therefore it was that 
General Gorgon read prayers to his family at home in 
the morning. 

Perkins, at last, saw that little general, in blue frock- 
coat and spotless buff gloves, saunter scowling home; 
and half an hour before his arrival, had witnessed the 
entrance of Jemingham, and the three gaunt Miss Gor- 
gons, poodle, son-and-heir, and Frenck governess, pro- 
tected by him, into Sir George's mansion. 

" Can she be going to stay all night ?" mused poor 
John, after being on the watch for thi'ee hours, " that 
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footman, is the only peiBon who Las left tlie limise," 
wlien presently, to hia inexpressible delight, he saw a 
very dirty hackney-coach clatter up to the Gorgon door, 
out of which first issued the ruhy plush breeches and 
stalwart calves of Mr. Jemingham ; these were followed 
by hia body, and then the gentleman, ringing modestly, 



Again the door opened — a lady came out, nor viss 
she followed by the footman, who crossed his legs at 
the door-post, and allowed her to mount the jingling 
vehicle aa beat slie might. Mr. Jemingham had wit- 
nessed the scene in tlie Park-gaidena, had listened to 
the altercation through the library keyhole, and had 
been mighty sulky at being ordered to call a coach for 
this young woman. He did not therefore deign to 
assist her to mount. 

But there was one who did ! Perkins was by Hie 
side of his Lucy : lie had seen her start back, and cry, 
" La, John ! " — had felt her squeeze his arm — had 
mounted with her into the coach, and then shouted 
with a voice of thuuder to the coachman, " Caroline- 
place, Mecklenburgh-square." 

But Mr. Jemingham would have been mu h m e 
surpiised and puzzled if he had waited n n nute 
longer, and seen this Mr. Perkins, who had allan ly 
escaladed the hackney -coach, step out of w 1 the 
most mortified, miserable, chapfallen coun a i 

The fact is, he had found poor Lucy sobbing fit to 
break her heart, and instead of consoling her aa he ex- 
pected, he only seemed to irritate her further : foe she 
s^d, " Mr. Perkins — I beg — I insist, that you leave the 
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caniage ;" and when Perkins made so 
(which, not being in the vehicle at the time, we have 
never been able to comprehend,) she suddenlj' sprung 
from the back-seat, and began pulling at a large piece 
of cord, which communicated with the wrist of the gen- 
tleman, driving ; and, screaming to him at the top of her 
Foiec, bade him immediately stop. 

This Mr. Coachman did, with a curious, puzzled, 
grinning air. 

Perkins descended, and on being asked, "Vereham 
I to drive the yoting 'oman, air ?" I am aoiTy to say 
muttered something like an oath, and uttered tie above- 
mentioned words, " Caroline-place, Mecklcnbuigh- 
sijnare," in a tone which I should be inclined to de- 
scribe as both dogged and sheepish, — very different 
from that cheery voice, which he had used when he first 
gave the order. 

Poor Lucy, in the course of those fetal three hours 
which had passed while Mr. Perkins was pacing up and 
down Baker-street, had received a lecture which lasted 
exactly one hundred and eighty minutes — from her 
aunt first, then from her uncle, whom we have seen 
marching homewards, and often from both together. 

Sir George Gorgon and his lady poured out siich 
a flood of advice and abuse against the poor girl, that 
she came away from the interview quite timid and cow- 
ering ; and when she saw John Perkins (the sly rogue ! 
how well he thought he had managed the ti'ick !) she 
shrunk from him as if he had been a demon of wicked- 
ness, ordered him out of the carriage, and went home 
by herself, convinced that she had committed soma 
tremendous sin. 
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While, then, her coach jingled away to Carohne- 
place, Perkins, once more alone, bent hia stepa in the 
same dii'cetioi! — a desperate heart-stricken man— he 
passed bj the beloved's door— saw lights in the front 
drawmg-room — felt probably that she was there — but 
he could not go in. Moodily he paced down Doughty- 
Blreet, and turaing abruptly into Bedford-row, rushed 
into hia own chambers, where Mrs. Snooks, the laundress. 
Lad prepared Lis humble sabbath meal. 

A cheerful fire blazed in his garret, and Mrs. Snooks 
had prepared for him the favouiite bladc-bone he loved 
(blest four days' dinner for a bachelor, roast, cold, 
hashed, grilled blade-bone, the fourth being better than 
the first) ; but although he usually did rejoice in this 
meal, ordinarily, indeed, gi'umbling that there was not 
enough to satisfy him — he, on this i)ccasion, after two 
moutbfuls, flung down his knife and fork, and buried 
his two claws in his hair, 

" Snooks," said he at last, very moodily, " remove 
this d — mutton, give me my wiiting things, and some 
hot brandy-and-water." 

This was done without much alaim, for you must 
know that Perkins used to dabble in poetry, and ordi- 
narily prepared himself for composition by this kind of 



He wrote hastily a few lines. 

" Snooks, put on your bonnet," said he, "and cany 
this — yoM know where ?" he added, in such a hollow, 
heart-breaking tone of voice, that affected poor Snooks 
almost to tears. She went, however, with the note, 
which was to this purpose ; — 
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" Lucy ! Lucy ! my soul's love — ^what, i 
[ am writing this (a gul'p of h 
water) in a state bordering on disfraction — madness — 
insanity (anoiher). Why did you send me out of the 
coach, in that cruel, cruel way S Write to me a word, 
a line — tell me, tell me, I may come to you — and leave 
me not in this agonizing condition ; your faithful (gloff 
— ffloff—ffloff, — t/m whole glass). " J. P." 

He never signed John Perkins in fuU-^he couldn't, 
it was so unromantic. 

Well, this missive was despatched by Mrs. Snoots, 
and Perkins, in a fearful stale of excitement, haggard, 
wild, and with more brandy-and- water, awaited the re- 
turn of his messenger. 

When at length, after about an absence of forty 
years, as it seemed to him, the old lady returned with 
a large packet, Perkins seized it with a trembling hand, 
and was yet more frightened to see the handwriting of 
Mrs. or Miss Biggs. 

" My dear Mr. Perkins," she beg;an, " although I 
am not youi' soul's adored, I performed her part for 
once, since I have read your letter, as I told her ; — -you 
need not be very mueh alarmed, although Lucy is at 
this moment in bed and unwell, for the poor girl baa 
had a sad scene at her grand uncle's house in Baker- 
street, and came home very mueh affected. Eest, how- 
ever, will restore her, for she is not one of your nervous 
sort, and I hope when you come in the morning, you 
will see her as blooming as she was when you went out 
to-day on that unlucky walk. 
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" See what Sir Gteorge Gorgon says of us all ! You 
won't challenge him I know, as he is to be your uncle, 
and so I may show jou his letter. 

" Grood night, my dear John ; do not go quite dis- 
tracted before morning ; and believe me your loving 
aunt, "Barbara Eigbs." 

" Baker-streel, 11 December. 

" Major-Geneva! Sir George Gorgon Las heard with 
the utmost diaguat and surprise of the engagement 
which Miss Lucy Gorgon has thought fit to form. 

" The major-general cannot conceal his indignation 
at the share which Miss Biggs has taken in this dis- 
graceful transaction. 

" Sir George Gorgon puts an absolute veto upon all 
further communication between his niee« and the low- 
bom adventurer who haa been admitted into her socie- 
ty, and begs to say that Lieutenant Fitch, of the Life- 
guards, is tie gentleman, who he intends shall marry 
Miss Gorgon. 

" It is the major-general's wish, that on the 38th 
Mias Gorgon should be ready to come fo his house, in 
Bafeer-street, where she will be more safe from imper- 
tinent intrusions than she has been in Mucklebury- 
sqnare. 

"Mra. Biggs, 



" Mecklenburgh-square." 

When poor John Perldns read this epistle, blank 
rage and wonder filled his soul, at the audacity of the 
little general, who thus, without the smallest title in the 
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worH prete del to 1 fose of the hand and foi-tune of 
his niece The fact is, tl it Sir George had suet a 
transoenient not on ot hs own dignity and station, 
ttat t never Iran ome t entered hia liead tbat bia 
Dieoe, or anybody else connected with bjm, sbould take 
a single step in life witbout previously receiving bis or- 
ders, and Mr. Fitch, a baronet's son, having expressed 
an admiration of Lucy, Sir Gieoi^ bad determined that 
his suit should be accepted, and really considered Lucy's 
preference of another as downright treaaon. 

John Perkins determined on the death of Fitch as 
die veiy least reparation that sbould satisfy him ; and 
vowed too that some of the general's blood should be 
shed for the woids which he bad dared to utter. 

"We have said that William Pitt Scully, Esq., M.P., 
occupied the first floor of Mr. Perkins's house, in Bed- 
ford-row ; and the reader is further to be informed that 
an immense friendship had sprung up between these 
two gentlemen. The fact is, that poor John was very 
much flattered by Scully's notice, and began in a very 
short time to fancy himself a political personage ; for 
he bad made several of Scully's speeches, wiitten more 
than one letter from him to his constituents, and, in a 
word, acted as his gratis cleik. At least a guinea a 
week did Mr. Perkins save to the pockets of Mr. Scully, 
and with hearty good will too, for he adored the great 
William P'tt d b 1' d y word that dropped 

from the p mpo 1 ps f th t g tl man. 

Well, ft b VI g 1 d Sk George Gorgon's 

letter, poor P b th tm t fury of mind that 

his darling h 11 1 I d ed so feeling a desire for 
fresh air, dtc Itdscdt the gai'den, and 
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smoke a cigav in thai rural, quiet spot. The night was 
very calm. The moonbeams slept softly upon liie 
herbage of Gray'a Inn-gardens, and bathed with silver 
splendour Tibbald's-row. A million of little fiisky 
twinkling staiB attended their queen, who looked with 
bland round face upon their gambols, as they peeped 
in and out from the azure heavens. Along GrayVinn 
wall a lazy roiv of cabs stood listle=sly, for who would 
call a cab on such a night ? Meanwhile their drivers, 
at the alehou'ie near, smoked the short pipe or quaffed 
the foammg beer. Perhaps from Gray's-inn-lane some 
broken sounds of Irish j'eveliy might rise. Issuing per- 
haps from Ray mood-buildings gate, six lawyeiV clerks 
might whoop a tipsy song— or the loud watehman yell 
the passing houi- — but beyond this all was silence, and 
young Perkins, as he sat in the summei'-house at the 
bottom of the gaiden, and contemplated the peaceful 
heaven, folt some influences of it entering into his soul, 
and almost forgetting revenge, tiought but of peace 
and love. 

Presentiy, he was aware there was some one else 
pacing the garden. Who could it be ? — Not Blather- 
wick, for he passed the Sabbath with his grandmamma 
at Ciapham— not Scully surely, for he always went to 
Bethesda chapel, and to a select prayer-meeting after- 
wards. Alas ! it was Scully — for though that gentle- 
man said that he went to chapel, we have it for a fact 
that ha did not always keep his promise, and was at 
this moment employed in rehearsing an extempore 
speech which he proposed to deliver at St. Stephen's. 

" Had I, sir," spouted he, with folded arms, slowly 
pacing to and fro, " had I, sir, entertained the smallest 
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possible intention of addressing the House on the pre- 
sent occasion — Lum, on the present occasion — I would 
have endeavoured to prepare myself in a way that 
should have at least shown my sense of the greatness 
of the subject before the House's consideration, and the 
nature of the distinguished audience I have the honour 
to address. I am, sir, a plain man — born of the people 
— myself one of the people, having won, thank Heaven, 
an honourable fortune and position hy my own honest 
labour ; and standing here as I do — " 

Here Mr. Scully (it may be said that he never made 
a speech without bragging about himself, and an ex- 
cellent plan it is, for people cannot help believing you 
at last)— hei-e, I say, Mr. Scully, who had one arm 
raised, felt himself suddenly tipped on the shoulder, 
aad heard a voice saying, " Your money or your life ! " 

The honourable gentleman twirled round as if he 
had been shot — the papers on which a great part of 
this impromptu were written dropped from his lifted 
hand, and some of flem were actually borne on the 
air into neighbouring gardens. The man was, in fact, 
in the direst fright. 

" It's only I," said Periins, with rather a forced 
laugh, when he saw the effect that his wit had pro- 
duced. 

" Only you ! And pray what the dev — what right 
have you to — to come upon a man of my rank in that 
way, and disturb me in tie midst of veiy important 
meditations?" asked Mr. Scully, beginning to grow 

" I want your advice," said Perkins, " on a matter 
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of tho very gi'eatest jmpoi'tance to me. You know my 
idea of marrying S " 

" Marry !" snid Scully ; " I thought you had given 
up tiat fiilly scheme. And how, pray, do you intend 
to live?" 

" Why, my intended has a couple of hundreds a 
year, and my clerkship in the Tape-and-Sealing Wax 
Office will be as mucli more." 

"Clei'kship — Tape-and-Sealing- Wax Office — gov- 
ernment sinecure I — Why, good Heavens ! John Per- 
kins, you don't tell me that you are going to accept any 
such thing 3" 

" It is a very small salary, certainly," said John, 
who had a decent notion of his own merits; "but 
consider, six montts' vacation, two hours in the day, 
and those spent ovorthe newspapers. After all, it's — " 

" After all, it's a swindle," roared out Mr. Scully, 
" a swindle upon the country ; an infamous tax upon 
the people, who starve that you may fetten in idleness. 
But take this clerkship in the Tape-and-Sealing- Wax 
Office," continued the patriot, his boaoai heaving with 
noble indignation, and hia eye flashing the purest fire, 
— Take this clerkship, John Perkins, and sanction 
tyranny, by becoming one of its agents ; sanction dis- 
honesty by sliaring in its plunder — do this, bdt never 
more be friend of mine. Had I a child," said the pat^ 
riot, clasping his hands and raising his eyes to heaven, 
" I would rather see him — dead, sir — dead, dead at my 
feet, than the servant of a government which all honest 
men despise ;" and here giving a searching glance at 
Perkins, Mr. Scully began tramping up and down the 
gai'den in a perfect fury. 
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"Gtood Heavens I" exclaimed the timid John Per- 
kins — " don't say so, My dear Mr. Scully, I'm not the 
dishonest character you suppose me to be— I never 
looked at the matter in this light I'll — 111 consider of it. 
I'll tell Crampton that I will give up the place ; but for 
Heaven's sake, don't let me forfeit your friendship, 
which is dearer to me than any place in the world." 

Mr. Scully pressed his hand, and said nothing ; and 
though their intei-view lasted a full half hour longer, 
during which they paced up and down the gravel-walk, 
we shall not breathe a single syllable of their conver- 
sation, as it has nothing to do with our tale. 

The nest morning, after an interview with Mies 
Lucy, John Perkins, Esq., was seen to issue from Mrs. 
Bigg's house, looking particularly pale, melancholy, and 
thoughtful ; and he did not stop until he reached a 
certain door in Downing-street, where was the office of 
a certain great minister, and the offices of the clerks in 
his lordship's department. 

rhe head of them was Mr. Josiah Crampton, who 
has now to he inti'oduced to the public He was a 
little old gentleman, some sixty years of age, maternal- 
uncle to John Perkins; a bachelor, who had been about 
forty-two years employed in the department of which 
he was now the head. 

After waiting four hours in an anteroom, where a 
number of Irishmen, some newspaper-editors, many 
pompous-looking political personages, asking for the 
"first lord ;" a few sauntering clerks, and numbers of 
swift active messengers passed to and fiD. Afier wait- 
ing for four hours, mating drawings on the blotting- 
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book, and reading tlie Morning Post for that day 
week, Mr. Perkins was informed that he might go into 
his uncle's room, and did so accordingly. 

He found a little bard old gentleman seated at a 
table covered with every variety of sealing-wax, blotting- 
paper, envelopes, despatch-boxes, green-tapers, ifec. to. 
An immense fire was biasing in the grate, an immense 
shcet-almanaG hung over that, a screen, tiree or four 
chairs, and a faded Tui'key earpet, formed the rest of 
■flie fumitvire of this remarkable room, which I have 
deseiibed thus particularly, because, in the course of a 
long official life, I have remained that such is the inva- 
riable decoration of political rooms, 

" Well, John," said the little hai'd old gentleman, 
pointing to an arm-chair, "I'm told you've been here 
since eleven. Why the deuce do you come so early ?" 

" I had important business," answered Mr, Perkins, 
stoutly ; and as his uncle looked up with a comical 
expression of wonder, John began in a solemn tone to 
deliver a little speech which he had composed, and 
which pi-oved him to be a very worthy, easy, silly 
f w 

S d M P k u have known for some 

n pa. h itical opinions, and the 

y wh h h h d h honour to form with 

e — d membera of the liberal 

(A g Mr C mpton.) When iii'st, by 

your kindness, I was promised the clerkship in the 

Tape-and-Sealing-Wax Office, my opinions were not 

formed as they are now ; and having taken the advice 

of the gentlemen with whom I act, — (an enormous 

grin,) — the advice, I say, of the gentlemen with whom 
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I act, and the counsel liiewiae of my own conscience, I 
am compelled, witk the deepest gi'irf, to say, my dear 
unclp, that I — I — " 

" That you— what, air ?" exclaimed little Mr. 
Crampton, Ixmndng off his chair. "You don't mean 
t(> say that you are such a fool as to decline tke 
place !" 

"I do decline the place," said Pertins, whose blood 
rose at the word " fool ;" " as a man of honour, I can- 
not take it." 

" Not take it ! and how are you to live ? On the 
rent of that house of yours ? For by gad, sir, if you 
give up the clerkship, I never will give you a shilling." 

" It cannot be helped," said Mr. Perkins, looking as 
much like a martyr aa he possibly could, and thinking 
himself a very fine fellow. "I have talents, sir, which 
I hope to cultivate ; and am member of a profession by 
which a man may hope to rise to the veiy highest 
offices of the state." 

" Profession, talents, ofBces of the state ! Are you 
mad, John Perkins, that you come to me with such in- 
sufferable twaddle as this ?" Why, do you think if 
you had been capable of rising at the bar, I would have 
taken so much trouble about getting you a place ? Ifo, 
sir; youacetoofondof pleasure, and bed, and tea-partiea, 
and smalJ-talfe, and reading novels, and playing the 
flute, and writing sonnets. You would no more vise at 
ti.e bar than my messenger, sir ; it was because I knew 
yout disposition — that hopeless, careless, irresolute, 
good humour of yours, that I had determined to keep 
you out of danger, by placing you in a snug shelter, 
where the sfflrms of the world would not come near 
10 
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you. You must liave principles, forsooth ! and yoa 
must marry Miss Gorgon, of course; and by the time 
you have gone teu circuits, and haii six children, you 
will have eaten up every shilling of your wife's fortune, 
and be as briefless as you si-e now. Who the deuce 
has put all this nonsense into your head ? I thint I 

Mr. Perkins's ears tingled as these hard words sa- 
luted them ; and he scarcely knew whether he ought to 
knock his uncle down or fall at his feet, and say, 
" Uncle, I have been a fool, and I know it," The fact 
is, that in his interview with Misa Gorgon and hei' aunt 
in the morning, when he eanie to tell them of the reso- 
lution he had formed to ^ve up the place, both the 
ladies and John himself had agreed, with a thousand 
rapturous teal's and exclamations, that he was one of the 
noblest young men that ever lived, had acted as became 
himself, and might with perfect propriety give up the 
place, his talents being so prodigious that no power on 
earth could hinder him from being lord chancellor. 
Indeed, John and Lucy had always thought the clerk- 
ship quite beneath him, and were not a little glad, per- 
haps, at finding a pretext for decently refusing it. But 
as Perkins was a young gentleman wiiose candour was 
such that ho was always swayed by the opinions of 
the last speaker, he did b^n to feel now the truth 
of his nncle's statements, however disagreeable they 
might be. 

Mr. Orampton continued : — 

"I think I know the cause of your patriotism. 
Has not William Pitt Scully, Esq, had something to do 
with it?" 
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Mr. Perkins could not turn any veddet than he was, 
biit confessed with deep humiliation that " he had con- 
sulted Mr. Scully, among other friends." 

Mr. Crampton smiled — drew a letter from a heap 
before hini, and, tearing off the sigoature, handed over 
the document to his nephew. It coatwned the follow- 
ing paragraphs : — 

"Hawksbyhas sounded Scully: we can have liiin 
any day we want him. He talis very big at present, 
and says he wonld not take anything under a * * *. 
This is absurd. He has a Yorkshire nephew coming 
up to town, and wants a place for him. There is one 
vacant in the Tape Office, he says : have you not a pro- 
mise of it ?" 

" I can't — I can't believe it," said John ; " this, sir, 
is some weak inyontlon of the enemy. Scully is the 
most honourable man breathing," 

" Mr. Scully is a gentleman in a very fair way to 
make a fortune," answered Mr. Crampfon. " Look you, 
John— it is just as well for your sake that 1 should 
^ve you the news a few weeks before the papers, for I 
don't want you to be ruined if I can help it, as I don't 
wish to have yoti on my hands. We know all the 
particulars of Scully's history. He was a Tory attorney 
at Oldborough ; he was jilted by the present Lady 
Gorgon 1 turned Radical, and fought Sir George in his 
own borough. Sir George would have had the peerage 
he is dying for, had he not lost that second seat (by- 
the-by, my lady will be here in five minutes), and 
SowUy is now quite firm there. Well, my dear lad, we 
have bought your incon'uptible Scully. Look here," — 
and Mr. Crarapton produced thi'ee Morning Posts. 
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'"The Honourable Hbnry Hawksby's Dinner 
Paktv — Lord So-aDd-so — Duke of So-aiid-So — -W. 
Htt Scully, Esq., M.P.' 

" Hawkaby is our neutral, our dmuer-giver. 

" ' Lady Diana Dolbhum's Rout, — W. Pitt Scully, 
Esq., again.' 

" ' Tjie Earl op Maktrap's Grand Dinner. — A 
dute — four lords — Mr. Scully, and Sir Oer/r-ge Gor- 
ym: " 

" "Well, but I don't see How jou bave bought tim ; 
look at his votes," 

" My desr John," said Mr. Crampton, jingling his 
wateli-aeala very complacently, " I am letting you into 
fearful secrets. The great common end of party is to 
buy your opponents — the great statesman buys tbem 
for nothing." 

Here the attendant genius of Mr. Crniupton made 
his appearance, and whispered something, to which tie 
little gentleman eaicl, " Show her ladyship in," — when 
the attendant disappeared. 

"John," said Mr. Crampton, with a very queer 
smile, " you can't stay in this room while Lady Gorgon 
is with me ; but there is a little clerk's room behind the 
screen there, where you can wait unfjl I cali you." 

John retired, and as he closed the door of communica- 
tion, strange to say, little Mr. Crampton sprung up and 
said, " Confound the young ninny, he has shut the dooi' !" 

Mr. Crampton then, remembering that he wanted a 
map in the next room, sprang into it, left the door 
half open in coming out, and was in time to receive her 
ladyship with smiling face as she, ushered by Mr. 
Strongitharm, majestically sailed in. 
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CHAPTER ni. 

In issuing from, and leaving open, tlie ioor of the 
inner room, Mr. Crampton had bestowed upon Mr. Per- 
kins a look so peculiarly arch, that even he, simple as 
he was, began to imagine that some mystery was about 
to be cleared iip, or some mighty matter to be discussed. 
Presently he heard the well-known voice of Lady Qar- 
gon in conversation with his uncle. What could their 
talk he about? Mr. Perkins was dying to know, and, 
sh!(U we say it ! advanced to the door on tiptoe and 
listened with all his might. 

Her ladyship, that Juno of a woman, if sho had not 
borrowed Venus's girdle to render herself irresistible, at 
least had adopted a tender, coaxing, wheedhng, fiisky 
tone, quite different from her ordinary dignified style of 
conversation. She called Mr. Crampton a naughty man, 
for neglecting his old friends, vowed that Sir Geoige 
was quite hurt at his not coming to dine — nor iixing a 
day when he would come— and added with a most en- 
gaging (^le, tbat she had three fine girls at home, who 
would perhaps make an evening pass pleasantly, even 
to such a gay bachelor as Mr. Crampton. 

" Madam," said he, with much gravity, " the daugh- 
ters of such a mother must be charming, but I, who 
n your ladyship, am, alas I proof against even 



then 



Both parties here heaved tremendous sighs, i 
Fected to be wonderfully unhappy about something 
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" I wish," afcer a pause, said Lady Gorgon — " 1 
wist, dear Mr. Crampton, you would not iise that odious 
tide 'my ladyship,' you know it always makes me 
melancholy." 

" Melancholy, my dear Lady Goi^on, and why !" 
B u it makes me tliink of another title that 
ought the been mine — ours (I speak for dear Sir 
Geo an 1 my darling boy's sake, heaven knows, not 
n ) "Wl it a sad disappointment it bas been to my 
h ha d th t after all his services, ail the promises he 
ha had th y have never given him his peerage. As 
for me, you know — " 

"For you, my dear madam, I know quite weD that 
you care for no auch bauble is a coronet, except in so 
fiur aa it may confer tanour upon those most dear to 
you — excellent wife ind noble motlier aa you are. 
Heigho ! what a happy man is Sir George !" 

Here there was another pause, and if Mr. Perkins 
could have seen what was taking place behind the 
screen, he would have beheld little Mr. Crampton look- 
ing into Lady Gorgon's face, with as lovo-sick a 
Eomeo-gaze as he could possibly counterfeit, while her 
ladyship, blushing somewhat and tuming her own 
grey gogglers up to heaven, received all his words for 
gospel, and sat fencying hersulf to be the best, most 
meritorious, and most beautiful creature in the three 

" You men are terrible flattfirei's," continued she, 
" but you say right, for myself I value not these empty 
distinctions. I am growing old, Mr. Crampton,— yes, 
indeed, I am, although you smile so incredulously,— 
and let me add, that my thoughts are fixed upon 
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kiffher tilings ik&n earthly crowns. But tell me, you 
who are all-in-all with Lord Bagwig, ace we never to 
have our peerage ! His majesty, I know, is not averse ; 
the services of dear Sir George to a member of his ma- 
jesty's august family, I know, have heen appreciated in 
the highest quarter. Ever since the peace we have 
had a promise. Four hundred pounds has Sir George 
spent at the herald's office, (I, myself, am of one of 
the most ancient IHmilies in the Iringdom, Mr. Cramp- 
ton,) and the poor dear man's health is really ruined 
by the anxious, sickening feeling of hope so long de- 
Mr. Crampton now assumed an air of much so- 
lemnity. 

" My dear Lady Gorgon," said he, " will you let me 
be frant with you, and will you promise solemnly that 
what I am going to tell you shall never 
a single soul!" 



" Well, then, since the truth you must know, you 
yourselves have been in part the cause of the delay of 
which you complain. You gave us two votes five 
years agoj you now only give us one. If Sir George 
were to go up to the Peers, wo should lose even that 
one vote ; and would it be common sense in us to in- 
cur such a loss ? Mr. Scully, the Liberal, would re- 
turn another member of his own way of thinking ; 
and as for the Lords, we have, you know, a majority 

" Oh, that horrid man !" said Lady Gorgon, cursing 
Mr. ScuUj in her heart, and beginning to play a rapid 
tattoo with her feet, " that miscreant, that traitor, that 
— that attorney has been our ruin," 
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" Horrid man if you ple^e, but give me leave to 
tell you that the horrid man is not the sole cause of 
your ruin— if ruin, you will call it. I am sorry to say 
that I do candidly think ministers think that Sir 
George Goi'gon has lost his influence in Oldboroiigh as 
much through his own fault, as throug^h Mr, Scully's 
devemess." 

" Our own fault ! Good heavens ! Have we not 
done everything — everything that persona of our sta- 
tion in the comity could do, to keep those misguided 
men ! Have wo not remonstrated, threatened, taken 
away our custom from fie mayor, establislied a Con- 
servative apothecary — in laot done all that gentle- 
Kiea could do ! But these are suclh. times, Mr. Cramp- 
ton, the spirit of revolution is abroad, and the great 
families of England are menaced by democratic inao- 

This waa Sir George Gorgon's speech always after 
dinner, and was delivered by his lady with a great 
deal of stateliness. Somewhat, perhaps, to her annoy- 
ance, Mr. Crampton only smiled, shook his head, and 

"Nonsense, my dear Lady Goigon — pardon the 
phrase, but I am a plain old man, and call things by 
their names. Now, will you let me whisper in your 
ear one word of truth ? You have tried all sorts of 
remonstrances, and exerted yourself to maintain your 
influence in every way, except the right one, and that 

" What, in Heaven's name ?" 
" Conciliation. We know your situation in the 
Mr. Scidly's whole history, and, pardon me 
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for saying so, (bwt we men in office know eveiytJiicg,) 

Lady Goigcn s eirs -ind clieeLs now issumed the 
hottest hue of ciimson &he thought of hir former 
passages with Scully, nnd of the dajs when — but 
never mind when, for she suffered her led to fall, 
and buned her heid in the folds of her haniikerchief 
Vain folds ' The wily little Mi Cr'imptoii could see all 
that passed behind the eamhiic, and continued — 

" Yea, madam, we know the absurd hopes thit 
were formed by a certain attorney twenty yeais since 
We know how, up to this moment, he boasts of certain 
walks — " 

"With the governess — we were always with the 
governess!" shrieked out Lady Gorgon, clasping her 
hands. She was not the wisest of women." 

" With the governess, of course," said Mr, Cramp- 
ton, firmly, "Do you suppose that any man dare 
breathe a syllable against your spotless reputation ? 
Never, ray dear madam ; but what I would ui^e is 
this — you have treated your disappointed admirer too 
cruelly." 

"What, the traitor who has robbed us of our 
rights !" 

" He never would have robbed you of your rights il 
you had been more kind to him. You should be gen- 
tle, madam ; you should forgive him — yon should be 
friends with him." 

" With a traitor, never!" 

" Think what made him a traitor. Lady Gorgon ; 
look in your glass, and say if there be not some excuse 
for him. Think of the feelings of the man who saw 
10" 
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beauty such as yours — I am a plain man and must 
speak— Virtue such aa yours, in the possession of a 
rival. By heavens, madam, I thint he was right to 
hate Sir George Gorgon ! Would you have him allow 
siich a prize to he ravished from him without a pang 
on his part?" 

" He was, I beHeve, very much attached to me," 
said Lady Gorgon quite delighted ; " but you must be 
aware that a young man of his station in life, could not 
look up to a person of my rank." 

" Surely not ; it was monstrous prido and arrogance 
ID Mr. Scully ; but que voulez vous ? Such is the 
world's way— Scully could not help loving you— who 
that knows you can ? I am a plain man, and say 
what I think. He loves you still. Why make an 
enemy of him, who would at a word be at your feet ? 
Dearest Lady Gorgon, listen to me. Sir George Gor- 
gon and Mr. Scully have already met — their meeting 
was our contrivance, it is for our interest, for yours, 
that they should be friends ; if there were two ministe- 
rial memhers for Oldhorough, do you think your hus- 
band's peerage wouM be less secure ? I am not at 
liberty to tell you all I know on this subject ; but do, I 
entreat you, do be reconciled to him." 

And after a little more conversation which was car- 
ried on by Mr. Orampton in the same tender way, 
this important interview closed, and Lady Gorgon, 
folding her shawl round hor, threaded certain myste- 
rious passages, and found her way to her carriage in 
Whitehall. 

"1 hope you have not 
said Mr. Crampton to his nephev 
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absurdly by way of answer. " You would have heard 
great state secrets, if you had dared to do so. That 
woman is perpetually here, and Jf peerages are to be 
had for the asking, she ought to have been a dachas 
by this time. I would not have admitted her but for a 
reason that I have. Go you now and ponder upon 
wliat you have heai'd and seen. Be on good terms 
with Scully, and above all, speak not a word concern- 
ing our interview — no, not a word even to your mis- 
tress. By the way, I presume, sir, you will recall your 
I'esignatiou 3" 

The bewildered Perkins was about to stammer out 
a speech, when his uncle, cutting it short, pushed him 
gently out of tbe door. 

At the period when the important events occurred 
which have been recorded here, parties ran very high, 
and a mighty struggle for the vacant speakership was 
about to come on. The Right Honourable Robert 
Rincher was tlie ministerial candidate, and Sir Charl^ 
Macabaw was patronised by the opposition. The two 
members for OMborough of course took different sides, 
the baronet bang of the Pincher faction, while Mr. 
William Pitt Scully strongly supported the Macabaw 

It was Mr. Scully's intention to deliver an im- 
promptu speech upon the occasion of the election and 
he and his faithful Perkins prepared it hetw n th n 
for the latter gentleman had wisely kept h un les 
counsel and his own, and Mr. Scully was qu t gn ant 
of the conspiracy that was brooding. Ind 1 a t 
fully had that young Machiavel of a Perkin n 1 tsd 
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himself, that when asked by liis patron whether he had 
^ven up his place in the Tape-and-SeaUng-Wax Office, 
he replied that, "lio A(K^ tendered his resignation," but 
did not say one word about having recalled it. 

"Tou were right, my boy, quite right," said Mr, 
SouUy; "a man of uncompromising principles should 
make no compromise ;" and herewith he sat down and 
wrote off a couple of letters, one to Mr. Ringwood, tell- 
ing him that the place in the Sealing-Wax Office was, 
as he had reason to know, vacant ; and the other to 
his nephew, stating that it was to be his, " Under the 
rose, my dear Bob," added Mr. Scully, " it will eost you 
five hundred pounds, but you cannot invest your money 
better," 

It is needless to state tliat the affair was to he con- 
ducted "with the sti'iotest secrecy and honour,"' and 
tliat the money was to pass through Mr. Scully's 
hands. 

While, however, the great Pincher and Macabaw 
question was yet undecided, an event oecuri'ed to Mr. 
Scully which had a great iniiuenee upon his after-life. 
A second grand banquet was given at the Earl of Man- 
trap's; Lady Mantrap requested him to conduct JLady 
Gorgon to dinner, and the latter, with a charming 
timidity, and a gradous melancholy look into his face, 
(after which her veined eyelids veiled her aaure eyes,) 
put her hand into the trembling one of Mr. Scully, and 
said, as much as looJts could say, " Forgive and forget." 

Down went Scully to dinner; there were dukes on 
his right hand, and earls on his left; there were but 
two persons without title in the midst of that glittering 
assemblage ; the very servants looked like Eoblemen, 
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the cook liad done wonders, tlie winea were cool and 
rich, and Lady Gorgon was splendid ! What attention 
did every body pay to her and to him ! Why would 
she go on gazing into his face with that tender, im- 
ploring look ? In other words, Scully, after partaking 
of soup and fish, (he, during their diaousaion, had been 
thinking over all the former love-and-hate passages be- 
tween himself and Lady Gorgon,) turned very red, and 
b^an talking to her. 

" Were you not at the opera on Tuesday ?" began 
he, assuming at onc« the airs of a man of fashion. "1 
thougiit I caught a gliiupe of you in the Duchess of 
Diddlebury's box." 

" Opera, Mr, Scully !" (pronouncing the word 
" Scully " with the utmost softness.) " Ah, no ! we 
seldom go, and yet too often. For serious persons the 
enchantments of that place are too dangerous — I am so 
nervous — so delicate; the smallest trifle so agitates, 
depresses, or irritates me, that I dare not yield myself 
up to the excitement of music. I am too passionately 
attached to it ; and shall I tell you, it has such a sti'ange 
inUuence upon me, tliat the smallest £ilse note almost 
drives me to distraction, and for that very reason I 
hardly ever go to a concert or a bail." 

"Egad," thought Scully, "I recollect when she 
would dance down a matter of five-and-forty couple, 
and jingSe away at the Battle of Prague all day." 

She continued, "Don't you recollect, I do— with, 
oh, what regret ! — that day at Oldborough race-ball, 
when I behaved with such sad rudeness to you ; you 
will scarcely believe me, and yet T assure you 'tis the 
fact, the music had made me almost mad ; do let me 
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ask your pardon for my conduct, I was not myself. 
Oh, Mr. Scully ! I am no worldly womsin ; I know my 
duties, and I feel ray wrongs. Nighte and nights have 
I lain awake weeping and thinking of that unhappy day. 
That I should ever speak so to an old friend, for we 
were old friends, were we not?" 

Scully did not speak ; but his eyes were bursting 
out of his head, and his face was the exact colour of a 
deputy-lieutenant's uniform. 

"That I should ever forget myself and you sol 
How I have been longing for this opportunity to ask 
you to forgive me ! I asked Lady Mantrap, when I 
heard you were to bo here, to invite me to her party. 
Come, I know you will forgive mo — your eyes say you 
will. You used to look so in old days, and for^ve me 
my caprices then. Do give me a little wine — we will 
drink to the memory of old days." 

Her eyes filled with tears, and poor Scully's hand 
caused such a rattling and trembling of the glass and 
the decanter, that the Duke of Doldrum, who had been, 
during the couree of this whispered sentimentality, 
describing a femousrun with the queen's hounds at the 
top of his voice, stopped at the jingling of the glass, 
and his tale was lost for ever. Scully hastily drank his 
wine, and Lady Gorgon turned round to her next 
neighbour, a little gentleman in black, between whom 
and herself cert^n conscious looks parsed 

"I am glad poor Sir George is not heie," ''aid he, 
smiling. 

Lady Govgon said, "Pooh, for shame!" The little 
gentleman was no other than Josiali Crampton, Esq., 
Hiat eminent financier, and he was bow going through 
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the curious calculation which we mentioned in our last, 
and by which you buy a man for nothing. He in- 
fended to pay the very same price for Sir George Gor- 
gon too, but there was no need to tell the baronet so ; 
only of this the reader must be made awai'e. 

While Mr. Crampton was conducting this intrigue, 
which was to bring a now recruit to the ministerial 
ranks, his mighty spirit condescended to ponder upon 
subjects of infinitely less importance, and to arrange 
plans for the welfare of his nephew and the young wo- 
man to whom he had made a present of his heart. 
These young persons, as we said before, had arranged 
to hve in Mr. Perkins's own house in Bedford-row. It 
was of a peculiar construction, and might more proper- 
ly be called a house and a half; for a snug little tene- 
ment of four cbanibers protruded fi-om the back of the 
house into the garden. These rooms communicated 
with the drawing-rooms occupied by Mr. Scully ; and 
Perkins, who acted as his iiiend and secretary, used 
frequently to sit in the one nearest the member's study, 
in order that ho might be close at hand to confer with 
that great man. The rooms had a private entrance, 
(oo, were rewiy decorated, and in them, the young 
couple proposed to live; the kitchen and gaiTOts being 
theirs likewise. What more could they need ! We 
are obliged to be parliciilar in describing these apart- 
ments, for extraordinary events occurred therein. 

To say the truth, until the present period Mr. 
Crampton had taken no. great interest in his nephew's 
marriage, or, indeed, in tiie young man himself. The 
old gentleman was of a saturnine turn, and inclined 
to undervalue the qualities of Mr. Perkins, which 
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, simplicity, enthusiasm, and easy good- 
nature. 

" Such, fellows never do any thing in the world," 
he would siiy, and for such he had accordingly the most 
profound contempt. But when, after John Perkins's 
repeated entreaties, he had been induced to make the 
acquaintance of Miss Gioj-gon, he became instantly 
charmed with her, and warmly espoused lier cause 
against her overbearing relations. 

At bis suggestion, she wrote back to decline Sir 
G-eoi^e Gorgon's peremptory invitation, and hinted at 
the same time that she bad attained an age and a posi- 
tion which enabled hei' to he the mistress of her own 
actions. To this letter there came an answer from 
Lady Gorg;on which we shall not copy, but ivhicb 
simply stated, that Miss Lucy Gorgon's conduct was 
unchristian, ungrateful, unladylike, and immodest; that 
the Gorgon family disowned her for the future, and 
left her at liberty to form whatever base connections she 
pleased. 

" A pretty world this," said Mr. Crampton, in a 
great rage, when the letter was shown to him. "This 
same fellow, Scully, dissuades my nephew from taking 
a place, because Scully wants it for himself. This prude 
of a Lady Gorgon cries out shame, and disowns an in- 
nocent amiable girl ; she, a heartless jilt herself once, 
and a heai'tless flirt now. The Pharisees, thePharisees ! 
And to cal! mine a base femily, too !" 

Now, Lady Gorgon did not in the least know Mr, 
Crampton's connection with Mr. Perkins, or she would 
have been much more guarded in her language ; but 
whether she knew it or not, the old gentiemau felt a 
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huge indignation, and deteniiined to have his re- 
venge, 

" That's right, uncle ; sJtall I call Giorgon out i" said 
the impetuous young Perkins, who was all for blood, 

" John, you are a fool," said hia unde, " You shall 
have a better revenge; you shall be married from Sir 
George Gorgon's house, and you shall see Mi'. William 
Ktt Scully sold for nothing." This to the veteran 
diplomatist, seemed to be the highest tiiumph which 
man could possibly enjoy. 

It was very soon to take place ; and aa has been 
the case ever since the world began, woman,, lovely 
woman was to be the cause of Scully's fall. The ten- 
der scene at Lord Mantrap's was followed by many 
others equally sentimental. Sir Geoi^e Gorgon called 
upon his colleague the very next day, and brought 
with him a card from Lady Gorgon, inviting Mr. Scully 
to dinner. The attorney eagerly accepted the invita- 
tion, was received in Baker-street by the whole amiable 
iamily with much respectful cordiality, and was pressed 
to repeat hia visits as country neighbours should. More 
than once did he call, and somehow always at the hour 
when Sir George was away at his club, or riding in the 
park, or elsewhere engaged. Sir George Gorgon was 
very old, very feeble, very much shattered in constitu- 
IJon. Lady Goi^on used to impart her fears to Mr. 
Scully every time he called there, and the sympathis- 
ing attorney used to console her as best he might. Sir 
George's country agent neglected the property — his 
lady consulted Mr, Scully concerning it ; he knew to a 
fraction how large her jointure was; how she was to 
have Gorgon Castle for her life ; and how, in the event 
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of the young baronet's death, (he, too, was a sickly 
poor boy,) the chief part of flie estates, bought by her 
money, would be at her absolute disposal. 

"What a pity these odious politics prevent me from 
having you for our agent," would Lady Gorgon say ; 
and indeed Scully thought it was a pity too. Ambi- 
tious Scully ! what wild notions filled his brain. He 
used to take leave of Lady Gorgon and ruminate upon 
these things ; and when Le was gone,. Sir George and 
her ladyship used to laugh. 

" If we can but commit him — if we can but make 
him vote for Pincher," said the General, " my peerage 
is secure. Hawksby and Crampton as good as told 

The point had been urged upon Mr. Scully repeat- 
edly and adroitly, " Is not Pinchei' a move experienced 
man than Maeabaw V would Sir George say to his 
guest over their wine. Scully allowed it. " Can't you 
vote for him on personal grounds, and say so in the 
house r Scully wished ho could, — how he wished he 
could ! Every time the general coughed, Scully saw 
his friend's desperate situation more and more, and 
thought how pleasant it would be to he Lord of Gor- 
gon Castle. "Knowing my property," cried Sir George, 
"as you do, and with your talents and integrity, what 
a comfort it would he could I leave you as guardian to 
my boy I But these cursed politics prevent it, my dear 
fellow. !Why will you be a Eadical 3" And Scully 
cursed politics too. "Hang the low-bred rogue," added 
Sir George, when William Pitt Scully left the house, 
" he will do every thing but promise." 

" My dear General," said Lady Gorgon, sidling up 
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to him and patting tim on his old yellow cheek — " my 
dear Geoi^y, tell me one thing, — are you jealous!" 

"Jealous, my dear I and jealous of that fellow — 
pshaw f 

"Well, then, ^ve me leave, and you shall have the 
promise to-morrow." 

***** 

To-morrow arrived. It was a remarkahly fine day, 
and im the forenoon Mr. Perkins gave Hs accustomed 
knock at Scully's study, which was only separated 
from his own sitting-room by a double door. John 
had wisely followed his uncle's advice, and was on tbc 
best terms with the honourable member. 

"Here are a few sentences," said lie, "which I think 
may suit your purpose. Great public services — unde- 
niable merit — yeai's of integrity — cause of reform, and 
Macabaw for ever !" He put down the paper. It was, 
in fact, a speech in favour of Mr. Macabaw. 

"Hush," said Scully, rather surlily, for lie was 
thinking how disagreeable it was fo support Macabaw, 
and besides, there were clerks in the room, whom the 
thoughtless Perkins had not at first peiceived. As 
soon as that gentleman saw them, " You are busy, I 
see," continued he, in a lower tone. " I came to say, 
that I must be off duty to-day, for I am engaged to 
take a walk with some ladies of my acquaintance." 

So saying, the Hghtrhearted young man placed his hat 
unceremoniously on his head, and went off through his 
own door, humming a song. He was in such high 
spirits, that he did not even think of closing the doors 
of communication, and Scully looked after him with a 
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" Ladies, foi'sooth," thougitt he ; " I know who 
they are. This precious girl that he is fooHug with, for 
one, I suppose," He was right, Perkins was off on the 
wings, of love, to see Miss Lucy ; and she, and aunt 
Bi^s, aud uncle Crampton. had promised this very day 
to come and look at the apartmente which Mis. John 
Perkins was to occupy with her happy husband. 

" Poor devil," so continued Mr, Scully's meditations, 
" it is almost too bad to do him out of his place, but 
my Bob wants it, and John's girl has, I hear, 'ieven 
thousand pounds. His uncle will get him another place 
before all that money is spent ;" and herewith Mr. Scully 
began conning the speech which Perkins had made for 

He had not read it more than sis times, — io truth, he 
was getting it by heai-t,— when his head-clerk came to 
him from the front room, bearing a card : a footman 
had brought it, who said his lady was waiting below. 
Lady Gorgon's name was on the card ! To seize his 
hat and rush down stairs was, with Mr. Scully, the woi'k 
of an infinitesimal portion of time. 

It was indeed Lady Goi'gon, in her Gorgonian 
chariot. 

"Mr. Scully," said she, popping her head out of 
window and smiling in a most engaging way, " I want 
to speak to you on something very particular indeed" 
and she held him out her hand. Scully pressed it most 
tenderly ; he hoped al! heads in Bedford-row were at 
the windows to see him. " I r^n't ask you into the 
carnage, for you see the govei'neas is with me, and 1 
want to talk secrets to you." 

"Shall 1 go and make a little promenade!" said 
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mademoiselle, innocently. And hei- mistress hated her 
for that speech, 

" No. Mr, Scully, I am sure, will let me come in 
for five minules." 

Mr. Scully was only too happy. My lady descended, 
and walked up staira, leaning on the happy solicitar's 
arm. But liow should he manage ? The front room 
was consecrated to clerks ; there were clerta, too, as ill- 
luck would haye it, in his private room. " Perkins ia 
out for the day," thought Scully ; "I will take her into 
his room;" and into Perkins's room he took her — ay, 
and he shut the double doors after him, too, and trem- 



"What & charming little study," said Lady Gorgon, 
seating herself. And indeed it was very pretty, for Per- 
kins had furnished it beautifully, and laid out a neat 
tray with cakes, a cold fowl, and sherry, to entertain 
his party withal, "And do you bachelors. always live 
so well 3" continued she, pointing to the little cold col- 
lation. 

Mr. Scully looked rather blank when he saw it, and 
a dreadful suspicion crossed his sonl ; but there was no 
need to trouble Lady Gorgon with explanations, there- 
fore, at once, and with much presence of mind, he asked 
her to partake of his bachelor's fare {she would reflise 
Mr. Scully nothing that day). A pretty sight would it 
have been for young Perkins to see strangers so uncere- 
moniously devouring his feast. She drank — Mr. Scully 
drank — and so emboldened was he by the draught, 
that he actually seated himself by the side of Lady Gor- 
gon, on John Perkins's new sofa I 

Her ladyship had of course sonietliing to say to 
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him. She w i^ a j ous woman and hid suddenly con- 
ceived a violent wish for huildiiig a chipol-of-ease at 
Oldhoiough to which she entreated lim to subscribe. 
She enlarged upon tlie benehts that the town would 
derive fiom it, spoke if Sui li} schools &weet spiritual 
instruction and the duty of ill well minded persona fo 
^ve aid to the icherae 

" I will SI b'le ibe 1 h indied pounds," s^d Scully, 
at the ti d ot her ladj&h p & harangue ' would I not 
do any thing tor you' 

"Thank yo\i, thank you, dear Mr. Scully," said the 
enthusiastic woman. (How the " dear" went burning 
through his soul !) " Ah ! " added she, " if you would 
but do any thing for me — if you, who are so eminently, 
so truly distinguished, in a religious point of view, 
would but see the truth in politics, too; and if I could 
see your name among those of the true patriot party 
in this empire, how blest — oh ! how blest, should I be 1 
Poor Sir George often says he should go to his grave 
happy, could he but see you the guaixlian of his boy, 
and I, your old friend, (for we were friends, "William,) 
how have I wept to think of you, as one of those who 
are bringing our monarchy to ruin. Do, do, promise 
me this too 1 " and she took his hand and pressed it 
between hers. 

The heart of William Pitt Scully, during this speech, 
■was thumping up and down with a frightful velocity 
and strength. His old love, the agency of the Gorgon 
property — the dear widow — ^five thousand a-year clear 
— a thousand delicious hopes rushed madly through, 
bin brain, and almost took away his reason. And there 
she sat — she, the loved one, pressing his hand and look- 
ing softly itifo lii« oyes. 
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Down, down, lie plumped on his tnees, 
"Juliana!" shrieked he, "don't take away your 

hand! My love — my only loye! — speak but those 

blessed words again ! Call me William once more, and 

do with me what you will." 

Juliana cast down her ey^ and said, in the very 

smallest type, 



when the door opened, and in walked Mr. Orampton, 
leading Mrs, Biggs, who could hardly contain herself 
for laughing, and Mr. John Perkins, who was squeemg 
the arm of Miss Lucy. They had heard every word of 
the two last speeches. 

For at the vei'y moment when Lady Gorgon had 
stopped at Mr. Scully's door, the four above-named in- 
dividuals had issued from Great James-sti«et into Bed- 
ford-row, Lucy cried out that it was her aunt's car- 
riage, and they all saw Mr, Scully come out, bare-head- 
ed, in the sunshine, and my lady descend, and the pair 
go into the house. They meanwhile entered by Mr, 
Perkins's own private door, and had been occupied in 
examining the delightful, rooms on the ground floor, 
which were to be his dining-room and library, from 
which they ascended a stair to visit the other two 
rooms, which were to form Mrs. John Perkins's draw- 
ing-room and bed-room. Now whetlier it was that 
they trod softly, or that the stairs were covered with a 
grand new carpet and drugget, as was the case, or that 
the party within were too much occupied in. themselves 
to heed any outward disturbances, I know not ; but 
Lucy, who was advancing with John, (he was saying 
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something about one of the apartments, tho rogue I) 
— Lucy suddenly started, and whispered, " Tliere is 
somebody in the rooms !" and at tliat instant began 
the speech already reported, " Thank you, thank you, 
dear Mr. Scully," &0., &c, which was delivered by 
Lady Goigon, in a full, dear voice ; for, to do her lady- 
ship justice, she had not one single grain of love for Mr. 
Scnily, and, dui-ing tlie delivery of her little oration, 
was as cool as the coolest cucumber. 

Then began the impassioned rejoinder to which the 
four listened on the landing-place ; and then the little 
" William,'" as narrated above ; at which juncture Mr. 
Crampton thought proper to rattle at the door, and 
after a brief pause, to enfor with his party. 

"William" had had time to bounce off his knees, 
and was on a chair at the other end of the room. 

"What, Lady Goigon!" said Mr. Crampton, with 
excellent snrpiise, "how delighted I am to see you! 
Always, I see, employed in works of charity, (the 
chapel-of-eaae paper was on her knees,) and on such 
an occasion, too,— it is really the most wonderfiil coin- 
cidence ! My dear madam, here is a silly fellow, a 
nephew of mine, who is going to marry a silly girl, a 
niece of your own." 

" Sir, I — " began Lady Gorgon, rising. 

" Tbey heard every word," whispered Mr. Cramp- 
ton, eagerly, " Come forward, Mr. Perkins, and show 
youi'self." Mr. Perkins made a genteel bow. " Miss 
Lucy, please to shake bands with your aunt ; and this, 
my dear madam, is Mis. Biggs, of Mecklenburgh-squaro, 
who, if she were not too old, might marry a gentleman 
in the treasury, who ia your very humble servant; and 
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with this gallant speech, old Mr. Crampton began help- 
ing every body to sherry and cake. 

As for William Pitt Scully, he had disappeared, 
evaporated, in the most absurd, sneaking way imagin- 
able. Ladj Gorgon made good her retreat presently, 
with much dignity, her countenance undismayed, and 
her fece turned resolutely to the foe. * * * 

About five days afterwards, that memorable con- 
teat took place in the House of Commons, in which the 
partJsans of Mr. Macabaw were so very nearly getting 
him the speakership. On the day that the report of 
the debate appeared in the Twnes, there appeared also 
an announcement in the Gazette as follows : — 

" The king has been pleased to appoint John Per- 
kins, Esq., to be Deputy-subcomptroUer of his majes- 
ty's Tape-office, and Gustos of the Sealing-wax depart- 

Mr. Crampton showed this to his nephew with great 
glee, and was chuckling to think bow Mr. William Pitt 
Scully would be annoyed, who had expected the place, 
when Perkins burst out laughing, and smd, " By 
Heavens ! here is my own speech ; Scully has spoken 
every word of it, he has only put in Mr. Pincher's 
name in the place of Mr. Macabaw's." 

" He is ours now," responded his unole, "and I told 
you vie would have him for nothing, I told you, too, 
that you should be married from Sir George Gorgon's, 
and here is proof of it" 

Ii was a letter from Lady Goi^n, in which she 
said that, " had she known Mr. Perkins to be a nephew 
of her friend Mr. Crampton, she never for a moment 
would have opposed his mari'iage with her niece, and 
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she had written that morDing to her dear Lucy, beg- 
ging that the marriage breakfast should take place in 
Baker-street." 

" It shall he in Mecklenburgh-square," said John 
PerHna, stoutly ; and in Mecklenhurgh-square it was. 

William Pitt Scully, Esq., was, as Mr. Crampton 
said, hugely annoyed at the loss of the place for hia 
nephew. He had still, howcTor, his hopes to look for- 
ward to, but these were unluckily dashed by the com- 
ing in of the "Whigs. As for Sir George Gorgon, when 
he came to ask about his peerage, Hawkaljy told him 
that they could not afford to lose him in the Commons, 
for a liberal member woultl infallibly fill his place. 

And now that the Tories are out and the Whigs 
are in, sti'ange to say a Liberal does fill hia place. This 
Liberal is no other than Sir Geoi'ge Gorgon himself 
who is still longing to be a lord, and his lady is stdU 
devout and intriguing. So that the members for Old- 
borough have changed sides, and taunt each other with 
apostaey, and hate each other cordially, Mr, Crampton 
still chuckles over the manner in which he tricked them 
both, and talks of those five minutes during which he 
stood on tlie landing-place, and hatched and executed 
bis "Bedford-Tow Conspiracy." 
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I. 

Mr. and Mrs. Fitzroy Timmibs live in Lilliput Street, 
that neat little street which runs at right angles with 
the Park and Brobdingnag Gardens. It is a very 
genteel neighbourhood, and I need not say they are of a 
good family. 

Especially Mrs. Timmins, as her mamma is always 
telling Mb. T. They aro Suffolk people, and distandy 
related to the Right Honorable the Eahl oe Bcboay. 

Besides his house in Lilliput Street, Mb. Timmins 
has Chambers in Figtree Court, Temple, aud goes the 
Uoithei'n Circuit. 

The other day, when there was a slight difference 
about the payment of fees between the great Par- 
liamentary Counsel and the Solidtors, Stokb and 
PooBBS, of Great Geoi^ Street, Bent the papers of the 
Lough Foyle and Lough Corrib Junction Railway to 
Mr. Fitzkoy Timmins, who was so elated that he in- 
stantly purchased a couple of looiing-gl asses for his 
drawing-rooms (the front room is 16 by 12, and the 
back a tight but elegant apai'tment, 10 ft, 6 hy 8 ft 4), 
a coral for the baby, two new dresses for Mbs. Timmins, 
and a little I'Osewood desk, at the Pantechnicon, for 
which RoBA had been long sighing, with crumpled 
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legs, emevald-green and gold nioroeco top, and drawere 
all over. 

Mk8. Timmins is a very pretty poetess (her "Lines 
to a Faded Tulip," and her " Plaint of Plinlimmon," 
appeared in one of last year's Keepsakes), and Fitzrov, 
as he impressed a kiss on the snowy forehead of his 
bride, pointed out to her, in one of the innumerable 
pockets of the desk, an el^ant ruby-tipped pen, and six 
charming little gilt blank hooks, marked " My Books," 
which Mrs. Fitzroy might fill, he said (he is an Ox- 
ford man, and very polite), " with the delightful pro- 
ductions of her Muse." Besides these hoots, there was 
pink paper, paper with crimaon edges, lace paper, all 
stamped with R. F. T. (Rosa Fitzroy Timmins), and 
the hand and battle-axe, the crest of the Timminses, 
and borne at Ascalon by Roaldtjs de Timmins, a cru- 
sader, who is now buried in the Temple Church, next 
to Serjeant Ssooks), and yellow, pink, light blue, and 
other scented sealing-waxes, at the sei^ice of Rosa 
when she chose to correspond with her fl'iends. 

Rosa, you may be sure, jumped with joy at the 
sight of this sweet present ; called her Charlbb (his 
first name is Samuel, but they have sunk tiiat) tlie best 
of men I embraced him a gi'eat number of times, to tlie 
edification of her buttony little page, who stood at the 
landing ; and as soon as he was gone to Chambers, 
took the new pen and a sweet sheet of papei', and be- 
gan to compose a poem. 

" What shall it be about ?" was naturally her first 
thought, " What should be a young mother's first 
inspiration V Her child lay on the sofa asleep, before 
her ; and she began in her neatest hand — 
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Tuesday. 
" How beautiful 1 liow beautiful Ihou seemestj 
Mj bny, my precious one, my rosy babe ! 
Kind angels hoTer round thee, aa tlion dreamest ; 
Soft Ia6h«8 hide thy beftuteoaa azure eye wliieh glcanieBi" 

" Gleamest ? thine eye which gleamest S Is that 
grammar S" thought Rosa, who had puzaled her little 
brains for some Ijiuo with, this absurd question, when 
baby woke ; thea the cook came up lo ask about din- 
ner ; then Mrs. Fijndy slijiped over from No. 27, (they 
are opposite neighbours, and made an acquaintance 
through Mrs. Fondi's macaw) : and a thousand things 
happened. Finally, there was no rhyme to babe except 
TiPPO Saib (against whom Major Gashlbioh, Rosa's 
grandfather, bad distinguished himself,) and so she 
gave up the little poem about her De Bract. 

Nevertheless, when Fitzrot returned from Cham- 
bers to take a walk with bis wife in the Park, as he 
peeped through the I'ich tapestiy hanging which divided 
the two drawing-rooms, he found his dear gii'l still 
seated at the desk, and writing, writing away with her 
ruby pen as fast as it could scribble. 

" What a genius tliat child baa 1" he said ; " why, 
she is a second Mrs. Nortos I" and advanced smiling 
to peep over her shoulder and see what pretty thing 
Rosi was composing. 

It was not poetrj-, though, that she was writing, and 
Frrz read as follows : — 
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'^JAUiput Street, Tuesday, 12d May. 
" Mr. and Mr3. Fitzhot Tymmynb request the 
pleasui'e of Sm Thomas and Lady Kicklbburt's com- 
pany at dinner on "Wednesday, at 7J^ o'clock." 

" My dear !" exclaimed tbe barrister, pulling a, long 

" Law, FiTZBOT !" cried the beloved of his bosom, 
" how you do startle one !" 

" Give a dinner party with our means l' said he. 

" Ain't you making a fortune, you miser f Eosa 
said. " Fifteen guineas a day is four thousand Ave 
hundred a year ; I've calculated it," And, so saying, 
she rose, and taking hold of his whiskers, (which are aa 
fine as those of any man of his circuit,) she put her 
mouth close up against his, and did something to his 
long face, which quite changed the espression of it: 
and which the little page heard outside the tloor. 

" Our dining-room won't hold ten," he said. 

"We'll only ask twenty, my love; ten are sure 
to refuse in this season, when everybody is giving par- 
ties. Look, here ia the list." 

" Eakl and Cotthtess of Btjngat, and Ladt Bar- 
bara Saint Mary's." 

" You are dying to get a Lord into the house," Tim- 
MIN6 said {lie has not altered his name in Fig-tree 
Court yet, and therefore I am not so affected as to call 
him Tymmyrta^ " Law, my dear, they ai* our cous- 
ins, and must be asked," Kosa said. 

" Let U3 put down my sister and Tom Cbowder, 
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" Blanche CROWDKft is really so very fat, Fiikrov," 
hb wife SMd, " and our rooms are so very amall." 

Frrz laughed. "You little rogue," he said, " Ladv 
BuNftAY weighs two of Blakche, even when she's not 
in the f " 

"Fiddlestick!" Eosa cried out. "Doctok Crow- 
DER really cannot be admitted ; he makes such a noise 
eating his soup, that it is really quite disagreeable ;" 
and she imitated the gui^ling noise performed by the 
Doctor while inhausting his soup, in such a funny 
way, that Fitz saw inviting him was out of the ques- 

" Besides, we mustn't have too many relations," 
Rosa went on. " Mamma, of course, is coming. She 
doesn't like to be asked in the evening ; and she'll 
bring her silver bread-b^ket, and her candlesticks, 
which are very rich and handsome." 

"And you complain of Bianche for being too 
stout!" groaned ont Timmdo, 

" Well, well, don't be in a pet," said littie EosA. 
"The girls won't come to dinner; but will bring their 
music afterwards." And she went on with the list 

" Sib. Thomas and Lady Kicklbbdky, 2. No say- 
ing no : we must ask them, Chables. They ave rich 
people, and any room in their house in Brobdingnag 
Gardens would swallow up our humble cot. But to 
people in our position in society, they will be glad 
enough to come. The City people are glad to mix 
with the old femilies." 

" Very good," said Fiiz, with a sad fae« of assent 
■ — and Mrs. Timminb went on reading her list. 

Mr. and Mrs. Topham Sawyer, Belgravine Place." 
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" Mrs. Sawyer hasn't asked you all the season. 
She gives herself the aire of an Empress ; and when" — 

" One's Member, you know, my dear, one mest 
have," KosA replied, with much dignity ; as if the pre- 
sence of the representative of her native place would be 
a protection to hei' dinner ; and a note was written and 
transported by the page early next morning to the 
mansion of ihe SAwrBsa, in Belgravine Place. 

The ToPHAu SiwyERs had just come down to 
breaifast Mrs. T. in her large dust-coloured morning 
drras and Madonna front (she looks rather scraggy of 
a morning, but I promise you her ringlets and figure 
will stun you of an evening); and having read the 
note, the following dialc^e passed : — 

Mrs. Topham Sawder, " Well, upon my word, I 
don't know where things will end. Mb, Sawfeh, the 
TiMMiNSEa have asked us to dinner." 

Mr. Topham Sawder. " Ask us to dinner ! What 
d — impudence !" 

Mrs. Topham Sawyer. "The moat dangerous and 
insolent revolutionaiy principles are abroad, Me. Saw- 
TER ; and I shall writ* imd hint as much to these per- 

Mr. Topham Sawyer. "No, d — it, Joanka, they 
are my constituents, and we must go. Write a civil 
note, and say we will come to their party." {He re- 
sumes the perusal of the " Times^^ and Mbs. Topham 
Sawyer viriies) — 

" My Deae Eosa, 

" We shall have great pleasure in joining 
your little pai'ty. I do not reply in the third person, 
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as we are old friends, you know, and country Ttiigh- 
hottrt. I hope your mamma is well : present my kind- 
est remembrances to her, and I hope we shall see much 
MOKE of each other in the summer, when we go down 
to the Sawpits (foi' going abroad is out of the question 
in these dreadful times). With a hundred kisses to 
your dear little pet, 

" Believe me your attached 

" J". T. S." 

She said Pet, because she did not know whether 
Rosa's child was a girl or boy : and Mrs. Timminb was 
very much pleased with the kind and gradoua oature 
of tbe reply to her invitation. 

11. 

The next persons whom little Mrs. Timmins was bant 
upon asking, were Mb. and Mas. John Eowdt, of the 
firm of Stumpy, Kowdy, and Co., of Brobdingnag Gar- 
dens, of the Praiiie, Putney, and of Lombard Street, 
City. 

Mrs. Timmins and Mrs. Eowby had been brought 
up at the same school together, and there was always a 
little rivalry between them, from the day when they 
contended for the French prize at school, to last week, 
when each had a stall at the Fancy Fair for the benefit 
of the Daughters of Decayed Mu£Bn-Men ; and when 
Mrs. Timmins danced against Mrs. Rowdy in the 
Scythe M^uria at the Polish Ball, beaded by Mrs. 
HuoH Slasher. Rowdy took twenty-three pounds 
more than Timmins in the Muffin transactJon (for she 
II* 
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had possession of a kettle-hold ei- worked by the hands 
of R — y — Ity, which brought crowds to her stall) ; but 
in the Mazouik Rosa conquered ; she has the prettiest 
little foot possible (which in a red boot and silver heel 
looked so lovely that even the Chinese Ambassador re- 
marked it), whereas Mes. Rowdy's foot is no trifle, as 
Lord Corbbdby acknowledged when it came down on 
his Lordship's boot Ijp as they danced together amongst 
tho Scythes 

' Those people aie rammg themsL-hea siid Mes. 
John Powdy t> her husband on letenin^ the pink 
note It was cirned round by that logue ot a buttony 
page in the nenmg ind he walked to BtobdJBgnag 
Gardens and in the Paik ifternards with a yonnglady 
who is kitelien-maid at 21, and who is not more than 
fourteen years older than little Buttons. 

" Those people are ruining themselves," said Mas. 
John to her husband. " Rosa says she has asked the 
Bun GAYS." 

" BuNGAYs, indeed I Timmibs was always a tuftr 
hunter," said Uowdy, who had been at college with the 
banister, and who, for bis own part, has no more objec- 
tion to a Lord than you or I have ; and adding, 
" Hang him, what business has he to be giving parties !" 
allowed Mrs. Eowby, nevertheless, to accept Rosa's 
invitation. 

" When I go to business to-morrow I wil! just have 
a lopk at Mr. Fitz s acco mt, Mr Eowdy thought, 
"and if it is oveidi-iwn as it usually is whv 

. The announcement of Mas Powdy's 
brougham here put an end to this disa^ieeable tiaia of 
thought, and the bai ker and his hdy stepped into it to 
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join a snug little family party of two-aad-twenty, gsv^n 
by Mb. and Mrs. Sbcohdchop, at their great house on 
the other side of the Part. 

" RowDYs 2, EuKG-ATs 3, ourselves and mamma 3, 
2 SAwrBKS," calculated little Eos A. 

"Genheal Gulpiw," Eosa continued, "eats a 
great deal, and is very stupid, but he looks well at a 
table, with his star and ribbon ; let us put Aim. down !" 
and she noted down " Sir Thomas and Ladt Gdlpih, 
2. Lord Castlbnoqdlb, I." 

"You will make your party abominably genteel 
and stupid," groaned Timmins. " Why don't you ask 
some of our old friends ! Old Mbs. Pohiman has 
asked us twenty times, I am sure, within the last two 

"And the last time we vfont there, there was pea- 
soup for dinner !" Mrs. Timmins said, with a look of 



"Nobody can have been kindei' than the Hodgbb 
have always been to us ; and some sort of return we 
might make, I think." 

" Return, indeed ! A pretty sound it is on the 
staircase to hear Mh. and Mrs, Odse and the Mise 
Odges, pronounced by Billiteb, who always leaves his 
h's out. No, no ; see attornies at your Chambers, my 
dear — but what could the poor creatures do in our so- 
ciety !" And so, one by one, Timmins's old friends 
were tried and eliminated by Mrs. Timmihs, just as if 
she had been an Irish Attorney-General, and they so 
many Catholics on Mr. Mitchell's Jury. 

Mrs, Fiizroy insisted that the party should be of 
her very best company. Fukntmak, the Great Wit, 
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was asked because of his jokes ; and Mrs. Butt, on 
whom he practises ; and Potter, who is asked because 
everyhody else aska him ; and Mr. Eanyille Eanville 
of the Foreign Office, who might give some news of 
the Spanish squabble ; and Bothebbv, who has sud- 
denly sprung up into note because he is intimate with 
the French Revolution, and visits Lbdru-Kollin and 
Lamartike, And these, with a couple more who are 
amis de la maison, made up the twenty, whom Mhs. 
TiMMiNs thought she might safely invite to her little 
dinner. 

But the deuce of it was, that when the answers to 
the invitations came back, everybody accepted I Here 
was a pretty quandary. How they were to get twenty 
into their dining-room, was a calculation which poor 
TiMMiKS could not solve at all ; and he paced up and 
down the little room in ii-may 

" Pooh I" said Eosa h a la gh j ister 

Blanche looked very w 11 n n mj d '* last 

year ; and you know h tou 1 "W will 

find some means to ac n m da h 11 d peud 

upon it." 

Mrs. John Rowdy's note to dear Rosa, accepting 
the latter's invitation, was a very gi'acious and kind 
one : and Mrs. Fitz showed it to her hnsbaud when 
he came back fi'om Chambers. But there was another 
note which had an-ived for him by this time fj'om Mr. 
RowDT — or rather from the firm : and to the eifect that 
Mb. F. TiMMTNs had overdrawn his account £62 I8s. Qd., 
and was requested to pay that sum to his obedient ser- 
vants, STTTMpy, EowDT, and Co. 
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And TiMMiNs did not like to tell his wife that tie 
contending parties in the Lough Neagh and Lough 
Osrrib Railroad had come to a settlement, and that the 
fifteen guineas a day had consequently determined. 
" I have had sevea days of it, tiiough," he thought ; 
"and that will be enough to pay for the desk, the dia- 
ner, and the glasses, and make all right with Stumpy 



) Rowdy." 



m. 



The cards far dinner having been issued, it became the 
duty of Mrs. Timmins to make further ai'rangements re- 
specting the invitations to the tea-party which was to 
follow the more substantial meal. 

These arrangements are difficult, as any lady knows 
who is in the habit of entertaining her friends. There 

People who are ofiended if you ask them to te& 
whilst others have been asied to dinner — 

People who are offended if you ask them to tea at 
all; and cry out furiously, "Good Heavens' Jake, my 
love, why do these Timminses suppose that I am to leave 

my dinner-table to attend their soiree?" (the dear 

reader may fill up the to any strength, according 

to hie liking) — or, " Upon my word, WiiiiAM, my dear, 
it is too much to ask us to pay twelve shillings for a 
Brougham, and to spend I don't know how much in 
gloves, just to make our curtsies in Mrs. Timmiks's little 
drawing-room." Mrs. Mosbr made the latter remark 
about the Timminb afiair, while the former was uttered 
by Mb. Grumpley, Barrister-at-Law, to his lady, in Glou- 
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That there are people who are offended if you don't 
ask them at all, is a point which I suppose nobody will 
question. TiMinnjB's earliest fi'iend in life was Simmins, 
whose wife and family have taken a cottage at Mortlake 

" We can't ask them to come out of tlie country," 
Rosa said toherFiTzaoy — (between ourselves, she was 
delighted that Mrs. Simmibs was out of the way, and 
was as jealous of her as every well-regulated woman 
should be of her husband's female friends) — we can't ask 
them to come so far for the evening," 

"Why no, certainly," said Fitzroy, who has himself 
no very great opinion of a tea-party ; and so the Sim- 
MiNSES were cut out of the list. 

And what was the consequence ? The consequence 
was, that Simmins and Timmibs out when they meet at 
Westminster; that Mrs, Siwmins sent hack all the 
books which she had bon'owed from Eosa, with a with- 
ering note of thanks ; that EosA goes about saying that 
Mas, SiMMiKS squints ; that Mrs. 8., on her side, de- 
clares that Rosa is crooked, and behaved shamefully to 
Captain Hicks, in marrying Fitzroy over him, though 
she was forced to do it by her mothei', and prefera the 
Captain to her husband to this day. If, in a word, these 
two men could be made to fight, I believe tJieir wives 
would not be displeased ; and the reason of all this 
misery, rage, and dissension, lies in a poor little two- 
penny dinner-party in. Lilliput Street. 

Well, the guests, both for before and after meat, 
having been asked — old Mrs. Gashlbigh, Rosa's mother 
— (and, by consequence, Fitzkoy's dear mother-in-lavf, 
though I promise you that " dear " is particularly sar- 
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castic) — ^Mrs. Gashlbigh of course was sent for, and 
came with Mise Eliza Gashleioh, who plays on the 
guitar, and Emily, who Hmps a little, but plays sweetly 
on the concertina. They IJve close by- — tnist tliera for 
Ifcat. Your mothei'-in-Iaw is always withia hearing, 
thank our stars for the attentions of the dear woman. 
The GAeHLBiees, I say, live dose by, and came early 
on the morning after Rosa's notes had been issued for 
the dinner. 

When FiTZKor, who was in hia little study, which 
opens info the little dining-room — one of those absurd 
little TOOms that ought to be called a Gentleman's Pan- 
try, and is scarcely bigger than a shower-bath, or a state 
cabin in a ship — -when Fiizrot heard his mother-in- 
law's knock, and her well-known scuffling and chattering 
in the passage, in which she squeezed up young But- 
tons, the page, while she put questions to him regai'ding 
baby, and the cook's health, and whether she had taken 
-what Mrs, GASstEiGH had sent over night, and the 
housemaid's health, and whether Mn. Timmins had gone 
to Chambers or not ? and when, after this preliminary 
chatter, Bctttqns flung open the door, announcing — 
"Mas. GABHLEion and the young ladies," Fitzroy laid 
down his Times newspaper with an expression that had 
best not be printed in a Journal which young people 
read, and took his hat and walked away. 

Mrs. Gashlhigh has never liked him since he left 
off calling her Mamma, and kissing her. But he said 
he could not stand it any longer — he was hanged if he 
would. So he went away to Chambers, leaving the 
field clear to Kosa, Mamma, and the two dear girls. 

— Or to one of them, rather ; for before leaving the 
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house, he thought he would have a look at little Firz 
ROT up-stairs in the Nursery, and he found the child in 
the hands of his maternal aunt Eliza, who was holding 
him and pinching him as if he had been her guitar, I 
suppose; so that the little fellow bawled pitifully — aud 
his father finally quitted the premises. 

No sooner was he gone, and although the party was 
still a fortnight off, yet the women pounced upon his 
little Study, and hegan to put it in order. Some of his 
papers they pushed up over the bookcase, some they 
put behind the Encyclopsedia, some they crammed into 
the drawers, where Mrs, Gashleigh found three cigars, 
which she pocketed, and some letters, over which she 
cast her eye ; and by Fira'a return they had the room 
as neat as possible, and tlio best glass and dessert^ervice 
mustei'ed on the study-table. 

It was a very neat and handsome service, as you 
may be sure Mrs. Gashlbigh thonght, whose rich uncle 
had purchased it for the young couple, at Spode and 
Copbiand's ; but it was only for twelve persons. 

It was agreed that it would be, in all respects, cheaper 
and better to purchase a dozen more dessert plates ; and 
with " my silver basket in the centre," Mrs. Q. said (she 
is always bragging about that confounded bread-basket), 
" we need not have any extra china dishes, and the table 
will look very pretty." 

On making a roll-call of the glass, it was calculated 
that at least a dozen or so tumblers, four or five dozen 
wines, eight water-bottles, and a proper quantity of ice- 
plates, were requisite ; and that, as they would always 
be useiiil, it would be best to purchase the articles im- 
mediately. FiiB tumbled over the basket containing 
them, which stood in the ball, as be came in from Chara- 
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bera, and over the boy who had bi'ought them— and the 
little bill. 

The women had had a long debate, and something 
like a quarrel, it must be owned, over the bill of fare. 
MiB. Gashleigh, who had lived a great part of her life 
in Devonshire, and kept house in great state there, was 
famous for making some dishes, without which, she 
thoaght, no dinner could bo perfect. When she pro- 
posed her mook-turtle, and stewed pigeons, and goose- 
berry-cream, Rosa turned up her noae — a pretty little 
nose it was, by the way, and with a natural turn in that 
dii'ection. 

" Mock-turtle in June, mamma ?' she said, 

" It was good enough for your grandfather, KosA," 
the mamma replied ; " it was good enough for the Lord 
High Admiral, when he was at Plymouth ; it was good 
enough for the first inen in tJie county, and relished by 
Lord Fobtyskewer and Lohd Eolls; Sir Lawrence 
PoBKBB ate twice of it after Exeter Races ; and I think 
it might be good enough for" 

"I will not have it, mamma !" said Rosa, with a 
stamp of her foot — and Mas. GAsm-BroH knew what 
resolution there was in that ; once, when she had tried 
to physic the baby, there had been a similar fight be- 
tween them. 

So Mrs. Gashlei&h made out a carte, in which (he 
soup was left with a dash — a melancholy vacuum ; and 
in which the pigeons were ceitainly thrust in among the 
entries; but Rosa determined they never should make 
an entree at all into her dinner-party, but that she would 
have the dinner her own way. 

"When Fit? returned, then, and aftei' he had paid the 
little bill of £8 14^. 6d. for the glass, Rosa fiew to him 
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with her sweetest smiles, and the baby in her armi 
And after she had made him remark how the child 
grew every day more and more hke him, and after she 
had treated him to a number of compliments and car 
resses, which it were positively fulsome to exhibit in 
public, and after she had soothed him into good humour 
by her artless tendernera, she began to speak to him 
about some little points which she had at heart. 

She pointed out with a sigh how shabby the old 
curtains looked since the dear new glasses which her 
darling Fitz had given her had been put up in the 
drawing-room. Muslin curtains cost nothing, and she 
must and would have them. 

The muslin curtains were accorded. She and Fitz 
went and bought them at Shoolbbed's, when you may 
be sure she ti'Cated herself likewise to a neat, sweet, 
pretty half-mourning (for the Court, you know, is in 
mourning) — a neat sweet baripe, or calimanco, or bomba- 
zine, or tiffany, or some sucK thing ; but Madame Oamillb 
of Regent Street made it up, and Rosa looked like an 
angel in it on the night of her Httle dinner. 

" And my sweet," she continued, after the curtains 
had been given in, "Mamma and I have been talking 
about the dinner. She wants to make it very espensive, 
which I cannot allow. I have been thinking of a de- 
lightful and economical plan, and you, my sweetest Fiiz, 
must put it into execution," 

"I have cooked a mutton-chop, when I was in Cham- 
bers," Fiiz s^d, with a laugh. " Am I to put on a cap 
and an apron ?" 

" No ; but you are to go to the Megatherium Club 
(where, you wretch, you are always going without my 
leave), and you are to beg; Monsieitr Mieoboi.ant, your 
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famous cook, to send you one of his best aides-de-camp, 
as I know lie will, and with hia aid we can dress the 
dinner and the confectionery at home for almost Twthinff, 
and wo can show those pwrae-proud Topeam Sawtebs 
and EowDT^ that the kumbU cottage can furnish forth 
an elegant entertainment as well as the gilded halls of 
wealth." 

Fira agreed to speak to Monsiedb Mihobolan't, If 
Rosa had had a fancy for tlie cook of the Prime Min- 
ister, I helieve the deluded creature of a husband would 
hare asked Lord John for the loan of him. 



PiTZRor TiMMiNS, whose taste for ivine is remarkable 
for so young a man, is a member of the Committee of 
the Megatherium Club, and the great Mihobolant, 
good-natured as all great men are, was only too happy 
to oblige hira. A young friend and frotegi of his, ol 
considerable merit, M. Cavaloadouh, happened to be 
disengaged through the lamented death of Losd 
Haunchbr, with whom young Oavalcadoub had 
made his dih-ki as an artist. He had nothing to refuse 
to his mast«r, Mihobolabt, and nould impiess himself 
to be useful to a gourme so distinguished as Morrsmcii 
TiMMiNS. Frra went away as pleased as Punch with 
this encomium of the groat Mihobolant, anl was one 
of those who voted igainst the decreising of Mikobo- 
lant's salary, when the meisuie was ptoposed by Mb. 
Paribus, Colonel Clo«b, and the Strew party in the 
Committee of the Club 

Faithftil to the promise of he gieat master, the 
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youthful Cavalcadodr called in Lilliput '^tieet the 
next day. A rich ciimson vehet wuatcoat, with but 
tons of blue glass and gold, a v^negated blue =atm 
stock, over which a gi aceful mosaic ch-iin hung m glit- 
tering folds, a white hat worn on one side ot his long 
curling ringlets, redolent with the most delightful hah 
oil — one of those white hats which looks as if it had 
been just skinned — -and a pair of gloves not exactly of 
the colour of bemre Jrais, but of heurre that has been 
up tlie chimney, with a natty cane with, a gilt knob, 
completed the upper part, at any rate, of the costume 
of the young fellow whom the page introduced to Mrs. 

TlMMINS. 

Her mamma and she had been just having a dis- 
pute about the gooseberry cream, when Cavalcaboitr 
arrived. His presence silenced Mrs. Gashlbigh ; and 
EosA, in carrying on a conversation with him in the 
French language, which she had acquired perfectly in 
an elegant finishing establishment in Kensington 
Square, had a great advantage over her mother, who 
could only pursue the dialogue with very much difB- 
culty, eyeing one or other interlocutor with an alarmed 
and suspicious look, and gasping out " We " whenever 
she thought a proper opportunity arose for the use of 
that affirmative. 

" I have two leet! menus weez me," said Cavalca- 
Doim to Mrs. Gashuhoh. 

"Minewa — yes O indeed," answered the lady. 

" Two little cartes," 

" O two carts 1 we," she said — " coming, I sup- 
pose ;" and she looked out of the window to see if they 
were there. 



=,!., Google 



OAvALCADOtTB smiled ; he produced from a pocketr- 
book a pink paper and a blue paper, on which he had 
written two bills of iam, the last two which he had com- 
posed for the lamented Hauncher, and he handed these 
over to Mas. FiTzRoy. 

The poor little woman wag dreadfully puzzled with 
these documents, (she has them in her possession still,) 
and began to read from the pink one as follows : — 



"di; 


saa 




B 16 PBRSONNES. 




Potago <df 


ilr) & la El-ndon. 




Do. 


t la Prince da TombuotoB. 






Dei 
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IS EelavSa. 


LeChopi 






DrnesferdSliEobespIerte. 




La Tlro-bo 


■IteilTOdalisqne. 
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lEnlr^es. 




"a,te 
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.Etons i I'Eplngllfiie, 


Bo 




luede 


Vesn i ia FaleambleB. 


Laltimofl 






gogijctte i la Kcine Pomarfi. 


Turban do V< 




AtahiTfique le Omto-Mrj..' 



And SO on with the eniiemets ind hors iFceuvre, and 
the rotis, and the releies 

" Madame will see that the dinners are quite sim- 
ple," said M. Cavalcadoup 

" quite !" said Roba die'idfully puzzled. 

" Which would Madame 1 ke ! 

"Which would we like M'unma?" Roba asked; 
adding;, as if after a httld thought " I think, Sir, we 
shoiUd prefer the blue (no" At which Mhs. Gash- 
LEiGH nodded as knowingly ■» she o-uld ; though, pink 
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or blue, I defy anybody to know what these cooks mean 
by their jargon. 

" K you please, Madam, we will go down below 
and examine the scene of operations," Mobsieur Ca- 
VALCABOUR said ; and so he was marshalled down the 
staiiB to the kitchen, which he didn't like to name, and 
appeared before the Coot in all his spiendonr. 

He cast a rapid glance round the premises, and a 
smile of something like contempt lighted up his fea- 
tures. " Will you bring pen and ink, if you please, 
and I will write down a few of the articles which will 
us ? We shall require, if you please, 
3 stew-pans, a couple of braising pans, eight 
saul6 pans, six bain-marie pans, a freezing-pot with ac- 
cessories, and a few more articles of which I will in- 
scribe the names ;" and Mb. CAvAtCAnouR did so, 
d^hing down, with the rapidity of genius, a tremendous 
list of ironmongery goods, which he handed over to 
Mk8. TiMMiKs. She and her maTtmaa were quite fright- 
ened by the awful catalogua 

"I will call three days hence and superinf^nd tho 
progress of matters ; and we will make the stock for the 
soup the day before the dinner." 

" Don't you think, Sir," here interposed Mrs. 
Gashleioii, " that one soup — a fine rich mock-turtle, 
such as I have seen in the best houses in the West of 
England, and such aa the late Lord FoRTTSKEwmt — " 

" You will get what is wanted for the soups, if you 
please," Mb, Cavalcadodr continued, not heeding this 
interruption, and as hold as a captain on his own quar- 
ter-deck ; " for the stock of clear soup, you will get a 
leg of beef, a leg of veal, and a ham." 
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" We MiiDseor," said tie coot, dropping a terrified 
curtsey. " A leg of beef, a leg of veal, and a ham." 

" You can't serve a leg of veal at a party," said 
Mrs. Gashleigh ; " and a leg of beef is not a company 
dish." 

"Madam, they are to make the stoci of the clear 
soup," Mr. Cavalcadour said. 

" What ?" cried Mrs. Gashleichi ; and the cook 
repeated his former expression. 

" Never, whilst / am in this house," cried out Mits. 
Gashlbiihi indignantly ; " never in a Christian English 
household ; never shall such sinful waste be permitted 
by me. If you wish me to dine, Rosa, you must get a 
dinner less expensive. The Eight Honoukablb Lord 
FoBTTSEB'WER could dine, Sii", without these wicked 
luxuries, and I presume my daughter's guests can." 

" Madame is perfectly at liberty to decide," said M, 
Cavalcadour. " I came to oblige Madame and my 
good friend MraoBOLAHT, not myself." 

" Thank you, Sir, I think it will be too expenave," 
Rosa stammered in a great flutter; "but I am very 
much obliged to you." 

" II n'tf a point d' obligation, Madame" said Mon- 
siEDR Alcids: Camiu-e Cavalcadodb in his most superb 
manner; and, making a splendid bow to the lady of 
the house, was respectfully conducted to the upper re- 
gions by little Buttons, leaving Eosa frightened, the 
cook amazed and silent, and Mas, Gashleioh boiling 
with indignation against the dresser. 

Up to that moment, Mrs. Blowser, the cook, who 
had come out of Devonshhe with Mhs. Gashlbigk (of 
course that lady garrisoned her daughter's house with 
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senanL anl p d tl t g hi intoimUion of 
eve jth ng h 1 t fe pla a th } up to that mo 
meit I aj the k had b n q t contented with 
that bt an tation wh h &li occupied in hfe, 

and had a p 5 ke j n h ttch n neat, bright, and 
clean It wa^ h op n n the onifortablest room 
in th h use ( e al! th ught h n we came down of 
a nigJ t f m L th e) , and the handsomest kitchen 
iu Lillipal Street 

But after the visit of Cavalcadotib, the cook be- 
came quite discontented and uneasy in her mind. She 
talked in a melancholy manner over the area railings 
to the cooks at twenty-three and twenty-flve. She 
stepped over the way, and confeired with the coot 
there. She made inquiries at the baker's and at other 
places about the kitchens in the great houses in Brob- 
dingnag Gardens, and how many spite, hangmarry pans, 
and atoo pans they had. She thought she could not 
do with an occasional help, but must have a kitchen- 
maid. And she was often discovered by a gentleman 
of the police force, who was, I believe, her cousin, and 
occasionally visited her when Mrs. Gash lei gh was not 
in the house or spying it; — she was discovered, sealed 
with Mrs. Rundell in her lap, its leaves bespattered 
with her tears, " My Pease he gone. Pelisse," she said, 
" ans I zaw that thor Franchmau :" and it was all the 
faithful fellow could do to console her. 

" the dinner," said Timmins, in a lage at last : 

" having it cooked in the house is out of the question ■ 
the bother of it : and the row youv mothei makes aie 
enough to drive one mad. It won't happpii again, I 
can promise you, Eosa — order it at Fubbbi's at once. 
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You can have everything from FoBSBY's^fi-om footmen 
to saltspoons. Let's go and order it at Fuesby's." 
"Darling, if you don't mind the expense, and it will be 
any relief to you, let us do as you wiati," Rosa said ; 
and she put on her bonnet, and they went off to the 
grand cook and confectioner of lie Brobdingnag 



On the arm of her Fitzroy, Rosa went off to 
Fubsby's, tbat magnificent shop at the comer of Par- 
liament Place acd Alycompayne Squai'C, — a shop into 
which the rogue had often cast a glance of approba- 
tjon as he passed ; for there are not only the moat won- 
derful and delicious catea and confections in the win- 
dow, but at the counter there are almost sure to be 
tliree or four of the prettiest women in the whole of 
diis world, with little darling caps of the last French 
make, with beautiful wavy hair, and the neatest possiblo 
waists and aprons. 

Yes, there Ihey sit; and otters, peiiaps, besides 
FiTZ have cast a sheep's eye through those enormous 
plate-glass window panes. I suppose it is the fact of 
perpetually living amongst such a quantity of good 
things that makes those young ladies so beautiful. 
They come into the place, let us say, like ordinary peo- 
ple, and gradually grow handsomer and handsomer, until 
they blow out into the perfect angels you see. It can't 
be otherwise : if you and I, my dear fellow, were to 
have a course gi that place, we should become beauti- 
12 
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ful too. Thoy live in an atmosphere of the moat deli- 
dous pine-apples, biancmanges, creams, (some whipt, 
and some so good that of course they don't want \Yhip- 
pmg,) jellies, tipsj cakes, dieiTy-brandy — one hundred 
thousand sweet ind lovely things. Look at the pce- 
SOTved fnufs, look at the golden ginger, the outspread- 
ing ananas, the dirhng little rogues of China oranges, 
ranged m the gleammg crystal cylinders. Mon Dieu ! 
Look at the stral^ hemes in the leaves. Each of them 
)s as lirge nearly as t lady's reticule, and looks as if it 
had been biought up m a nursery to itself. One of 
those striwhemea la a meal for those young ladies be- 
hind the countei , fhey nibble off a little from the side, 
and if they 8ie very hungiy, which can scarcely ever 
happen, they are allowed to go to the crystal canisters 
and take out a rout-cake or macaroon. In the evening 
they ait and tell eieh othei httle riddles out of the bon- 
bons , and when tkey wiah to amuse themselves, th^ 
read the most delightful remarks, in the French lan- 
guage, ibout Lovs, and Gupid, andBeauty, before they 
place them inside the crackers. They always are wiit- 
ipg down good things into Mr. Fubsby's ledgers. It 
must be a perfect feast to read them. Talk of the 
Garden of Eden ! I believe it was nothing to Mr. Fubs- 
bt's house; and I have no doubt that after those young 
ladies have been there a certain time, they get ia such 
a pitch of loveliness at last, that they become complete 
angds, witli wings sprouting out of their lovely shoul- 
ders, when (aS«r giving just a preparatory balance or 
two) they fly up to the counter and perch there for a 
minute, hop ' down agmn, and affectionately kiss the 
other young ladies, and say " Good bye, dears, ws shall 
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meet again la kaut," and tJien with a wliirr of their de- 
lidously scented wings, away they fly for good, whisk- 
ing oyer the trees of Brobdingnag Square, and up into 
the sky, as the poheeman touches his hat. 

It is up thevo that they invent the legends for the 
crackers, and the wondei-ful riddles and remaris on the 
bon-bons. Ko mortal, I am snre, could write them. 

I never saw a man in awch a state as Fitzrot Tim- 
U1R3 in the presence of those ravishing houris. Mbs. 
FiTz having explained that they required a dinner for 
twenty persons, the young ladies asked what Mr. and 
Mas. FiTZ would like, and named a thousand things, 
each better than the other, to all of which Fmz in- 
stantly said yes. The wretch was in such a state of in- 
fatuation that I believe if that lady had proposed to 
him a fiicaseed elephant, or a boa-constrictor in jelly, 
he wonld have said, " Oh yes, certainly; put it down." 

That Peri wrote down in her album a list of things 
which it would make your mouth water to listen to. 
But she took it all quite calmly. Heaven bless you ! 
Tkey don't care abont things that are no delicacies to 
them I But whatever she chose to write down, Fitz- 
BOr let her. 

After the dinner and dessert were ordered (at Fubs- 
sy's they furnish everything; dinner and dessert, plate 
and china, servants in your own livery, and if you 
please, guests of title too), the married couple retreated 
irom that shop of wonders ; Rosa delighted that the 
trouble of the dinner was all ofi" their hands, but she 
was afrmd it would be rather expensive. 

"Nothing can be too expensive which pleases you, 
dear," Frrz s^d. 
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"By the way, one of those young women was 
rather good-looking," Rosa remarked ; " the one in the 
cap with the blue ribbons," (And she cast about the 
shape of the cap in her mind, and determined to have 
exactly such auother.) 

" Think so ? I didn't observe," said the miserable 
hypocrite by her side; and when he had seen Rosa 
home, he went hack, like an infamous fiend, to order 
something else which he had forgotten, he said, at Fobs- 
by's. (let out of that Paradise, you cowardly, creep- 
ing, vile serpent, you ! 

Until the day of the dinner, the infatuated fop was 
always going to Fubsbt's. Se was remarked there. 
He used to go before he went to Chambers in the 
morning, and sometimes on his return from the Tem- 
ple ; but the morning was the time which ho preferred ; 
and one day, when he went on one of his eternal pre- 
texts, and was chattering and flirting at the counter, a 
lady who had been reading yesterday's paper and eat- 
ing a half-penny bun for an hour in the back shop (if 
that paradise may be called a shop) — a lady stepped 
forward, laid down the Morning Herald, and con- 
fronted him. 

That lady was Mrs. Gashleibh. From that day 
the miserable Fitzroy was in her power ; and she re- 
sumed a sway over his house, fo shake off which had 
been the object of bis life, and the result of many bat- 
tles. And for a mere freak — (for, on going into Fubs- 
bt's a week afterwards he found the Peris diinking tea 
out of blue cups, and eating stale bi'ead and butter, 
when his absurd passion instantly vanished) — I say, 
for a mere freak, the most intolerable burden of his 
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life was put on his shoulders again— his mother-in- 
law. 

On the clay before the litilb dinkbr took place — 
and I promise you we shall come to it in the very next 
chapter — a tall and elegant middle-aged gentleman, 
who might have passed for an Earl, but that there was 
a slight incompleteness about his hands and feet, the 
former b^ng uncommonly red, and the latter large and 
irregular, was introduced to Mrs. Timmins by the page, 
who announced him as Mr. Truncheon. 

"I'm Trdnoheon, Ma'am," he said, with a low 

" Indeed !" said Rosa. 

"About the dinner, M'm, from Fubsby's, M'm, 
As you have no butler, M'm, I presume you will wish 
me to act as sich. I shall bring two persons as haids 
to-morrow ; both answers to the name of John. I'd best, 
if you please, inspect the primisis, and will think you 
to allow your young man to show me the pajitry and 
kitching." 

Truncheon spoke in a low voice, and with the 
deepest, and most respectii.it melancholy. There is not 
much expression in his eyes, but from what there is, 
you would fancy that he was oppressed fay a secret sor- 
Kiw. Rosa trembled as she surveyed this gentleman's 
size, his splendid appearance, and gravity. " I am 
sure," she said, " I never shall dare to ask him to hand 
a glass of water." Even Mrs. Gashlbigh, when she 
came on the morning of the actual dinner-party, to 
superintend matters, was cowed, and retreated from the 
kitchen before the calm majesty of Truncheon. 

And yet that great man was, like all the truly 
great— affable. 
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He put aside his coat and waistcoat (both, of even- 
ing cut, and looking prematurely splendid as he walked 
the streets in noon-day), and did not disdain to rub the 
glasses and polish the decanters, and to show young 
BimoBS the proper mode of preparing these articles for 
a dinner. And while he operated, the maids, and 
BurroNs, and Cook, when she could-^ — and what had 
she but the vegetables to boil? — crowded round 
him, and listened with wonder as he talked of the 
great families as he had lived with. That man, as tiiey 
saw him there before them, had been cab-boy to Loed 
Tantalian, Valet to the Eael of Babeaohes,. and 
Groom of the Chambers to the DncnEsa Dowager 
OF FiTZEATTLBAXE. 0, it was delightful to hear Mr. 
Truncheon ! 



VI. 

On the great, momentous, stupendous day of the 
dinner, my beloved female reader may imagine that 
FiTZBOT TiMMitJS was sent about his business at an 
early hour in the morning, while the women began to 
make preparations to receive their guests. " There will 
be no need of your going to Fubsby's," Mrs. Gashleigh 
said to him, with a look that drove bim out of doors. 
"Every thing that we require has been ordered there ! 
You will please to be back here at 6 o'clock, and not 
sooner ; and I presume you will acquiesce in my ar- 
rangements about the wine." 

" yes, mamma," said the prostrate son-in-law. 

" ^ so laige a party— a party beyond some folks' 
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means — expensive wiiies are ahmrd. The light Sherry 
at 26s^ tlie Cliampagne at 42s. ; and you are not to 
go beyond 36s, for the Olaret and Port after dinner. 
Mind, coffee will be served ; and you come up etfurs 
after two rounds of the Claret." 

" Of course, of course," acquiesced the wreteh ; aad 
Lurried out of the house to' his Chambers, and to dis- 
charge the commissions with which the womantind had 
intrusted him 

Aa for Mbs Gashleich, you might have heard her 
bawlmg o\ ei the house the whole day long. That ad- 
mirable woman wm eveiy where ;■ in die kitchen, until 
the arrival of Trokohbon, before whom she would not 
I'etreat without a battle; on the stairs; in Rtzboy's 
dressing-room; and in FixzaoT minor's uiuBery,. to 
whom she gave a dose of her own composition, while 
the nurse was sent out on a pretest to make purchases 
of ganush for the dishes to be seived for the Little 
Dicnei-. Garnish for the dishes ! As if the folks at 
Fubsby's GOuid not gamish dishes better tbau Gash- 
LEi&e, with her stupid old-world devices of laurel leaves, 
parsley, and cut turnips I Why, there was not a dish 
served that day that was not covered over with skewers, 
on which troufles, crayfish, mushrooms, and forced-meat 
were impaled. When old Gashij;igii went down witH 
her barbarian bunches of holly and greens to stick about 
the meats, even the cook saw their incongruity, and, at 
Truhcheon'h orders, flung the whole shrubbery into the 
dnstrhouse, where, while poking about the premises, you 
may be sure Msg. G. saw it. 

Every caudle which was to be burned that night 
(including the tallow candle, which she said was a good 
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enough bed-light for Fitzbot) she stuck into the can- 
dlesticks with hor own hands, giving; her own high- 
shouldered plated candlesticks of the year 1798 the 
place of honour. She Tips«t all poor Rosa's floral ar- 
rangements, turning the nosegays from one vase into 
the other without any pity, and was never tired of beaf^ 
tng, and pushing, and patting, and wapptng tbe cur- 
tain and sola draperies into shape In the little drawing- 

In FiTz's own apartments she revelled with peculiar 
pleasure. It has been described how she had sacked 
his Study and pushed away his papers, some of which, 
including three cigais, and the commencement of an 
article for the Law Maffaeine, "Lives of the Sheriff's 
Officers," he has never been able to find to this day. 
Mamma now went into the little room in the back 
regions, which is Fitz's dre^ing-room, (and was des- 
tined to be a cloak-room,) and here she rummaged to 
her heart's delight 

In an incredibly short space of time she examined 
all his outlying pockets, draweis, and letters ; she in- 
spected his socks and haiidkerchiefe in the top drawers ; 
and on the dressing-table, bis razors, shaving-strop, and 
hair-oil. She carried off his silver-topped scent-bottle 
out of his dressing-case, and ahalf-dozen of his favourite 
pills (which Fii'z possesses in common with every well- 
regulated man), and probably adn u te ed them to her 
own family. His boots, glossy p n ps and slippers, she 
pushed into the showe batL wh e the poor fellow 
stepped into them the ne t m n n n the midst of a 
pool in which they were Ij n Th baby was found 
sucking his boot-hooks the nest day u the nursery; 
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and as for tte bottle of varnish for his shoes, (which ho 
generally paints upon the trees himself, having a pretty 
tastfl in that way,) it could never be found to the present 
hour ; but it was remarked that the yoimg Mastek 
Gashleighs, when they came home for the holidays, 
always wore lacquered highlows ; and the reader may 
draw his conclusions from iJuit fact. 

In the course of the day all the servants gave Mrs. 
TiMuiNB wai'ning. 

The cook said she coodn't shear it no longer, aving 
Mrs. Q. always about her kitching, with her fingers in 
all the saucepans. Mrs. G. had got her the place, but 
she prefeiTed one as Mrs. G. didn't get for her. 

The nurse said she was come to nuss Master Frra- 
Ror, and knew her duty ; his grandmamma wasn't his 
nuss, and was always aggrawating her. — Missus must 
shoot heiself elsewhere. 

The housemaid gave utterance to the same senti- 
ments in language more violent. 

Little BuiTONs bounced up to his mistress, said he 
was butler of the family, Mrs. G. was always poking 
about his pantiy, and dam if he'd stand it. 

At every moment Eosa grew more and more be- 
wildered. The baby howled a great deal during the 
day. His large china Chiistening-bowl was cracked by 
Mrs. Gashlbigh altering the flowers in it, and pretend- 
ing to be very cool, whilst her hands shook with rage. 

" Pray go on, Mamma," Rosa said with tears in her 
eyes. " Should you like to break the Chandelier ?" 

" Ungrateful, unnatural child I" bellowed the other ; 
"only that I know you couldn't do without me, I'd leave 
the house this minute." 
12* 
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"As yon wish," said Rosa; butJdRS.G. rfirfreVwish : 
and in this juncture Thttnohbon arrived. 

That officer surveyed the dining-room, !^d the cloth 
there with admirable precision and neatness ; ranged the 
plate on the sideboard witii gracefiii accuracy, but ob- 
jected to that old tLing in the centre, as he called Msa. 
Gashleioh's silver basket, as cumbrous and tiseless for 
the table, where they would want all the room they 
could get 

Order was not restored to the house, nor, indeed, 
any decent pj'ogress made, until this great man came : 
but where there was a revolt befoj'e, and a general dis- 
position to strike work and fo veil out defiance against 
Mrs. GAsni-EiGH, who was sitting bewildered and furi- 
ous in the drawing-room — where tliere was before com- 
motion, at the appearance of the master-spirit, all was 
peace and unanimity : the cook frent back to her pans, 
the housemaid busied herself with the china and glass, 
cleaning some articles and breaking others, Bdttons 
sprang up and down the stairs, obedient to the ordere 
of his chief, and all things went well and in their 
season. 

At six, the man with the wine came from BiNHBr 
AND Latham's. At a (|uarter-past six, Timmibs him- 
self annved. 

At half-past six, he might have been heard shouting 
out for his varnished boots — but we know where those 
had been bidden— and for his dressing things ; but Mrs. 
Gashlbich had put them away. 

As in his vmn inquiries for these articles he stood 
shouting, "Nurse I BDrroKsI Rosa, my dearl" and 
the most fearfiil execrations up and down the stairs, Mr. 
Truncheon carne out on him. 
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" Igscuse me, Sii'," says he, " but it's impawsable. 
We eati't dine twenty at that table — not if you set 'em 
out awinder, we caa't." 

" What's to be done ?" asked Fitzkot, in an agony ; 
"they've all said they'd come." 

" Can't do it," said the other ; " with two iflp and 
bottom — and your table is as narrow as a bench — we 
can't hold Diore than heighteen, and then each person's 
helbows will be into his neighbour's cheer." 

"Eosi! Mrs. GAseLsreH !" cried out TiMMiNa, 
" come down and speak to this genti— this — " 

" TituucuEON, Sir," said the man. 

The women descended from the drawing-room. 
" Look and see, ladies," he said, inducting them into 
the dining-room ; " there's the room, there's the table laid 
for heighteen, and I defy you to squeege in more." 

" One person in a party always fails," said Mns. 
Gabh LEIGH, getting alarmed. 

"That's nineteen," Mb. Tbuncheok remarked ; "wo 
must knock another hoff, mam ;" and he looked her 
hard in the face. 

Mrs. Gashleigh was very red and nervous, and 
paced, or rather squeezed round the table (it was as 
much as she could do) — the chaiiiB could not be put 
any closer than they were. It was impossible, unless 
the convive sat as a centre-piece in the middle, to put 
another guest at that table. 

" Look at that lady movin reund. Sir. You see 
now the difBcklty ; if my men wasn't thinner, th^ 
couldn't hoperate at all," Mr. Thunohbon observed, 
who seemed to have a spite to Mas. GASHLBien. 

"What is to be done?" she said, with purple 
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"My deaverat Mamma," Rosa cried out, "jou 
must stop at home — how sorry I am !" And she shot 
one glance at Fitzroy, who shot another at the great 
Trunchbob, who held down his eyes. "We could 
1 heighteen," he said mildly, 
as. Gashleigh gave a hideous laugh. 



She went away. At eight o'clock she was pacing 
at the corner of the street, and actually saw the com 
pany arrive. I irst came the Topham Sawybes in theii 
light blue carriage, with the white hammer-cloth, and 
blue and white ribbons — their footmen drove the house 
down with the knocking. 

Then followed the ponderous and snuff -eolonred ve- 
Licie, with faded gilded wheels and brass Earl's coro- 
nets all over it, the conveyance of the House of Buh- 
GAT. The CoTTNTBss OP BuNGAY and daughter stepped 
out of the carriage. The fourteenth Earl or Buhoay 
eonldn't come. 

Sir Thomas and Lady Gttlpih's fly made its ap- 
pearance, from which issued the General with his star, 
and Lady Gulpis in yellow satin. The IIowdy's 
Brougham followed next; after which Mrs. Butt's 
handsome equipage drove up. 

The two friends of the house, young gentlemen from 
the Temple, now arrived in cab No. 9096. We tossed 
■jp, in fact, which should pay the fere. 

Mr. Kanvillg Eanville walked, and was dusting 
his hoots as the Templara drove up. Lord Castie- 
MODDT came out of a twopenny omnibus. Foitbyman, 
the wag, came last, whirling up rapidly in a Hansom, 
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juat as Mes. Gahiileigh, with rage in Ler heart, was 
counting that two people had Mled, and that there were 
only seventeen after all. 

Mk. Thdhchbon passed our names to M&. Billiter, 
who bawled them out on the stairs. Eosa was smiling 
in a pink dress, and looking as fresh as an angel, and 
received her company with thatgi'ace which has always 
characterized her. 

The moment of The Dinner arrived, o!d Ladt 
Bpnciat scnffled off on the arm of Fitzjioy, while the 
rear was brought up by Eosa and Loan CASTLBMouLur, 
of Bally shan van voght Castle, Co. Tipperary, Some 
fellows who had the luck, took down ladies to dinner. 
I was not sorry to be out of the way of Mrs. Rowdy, 
widi her dandyfied airs, or of that high and mighty 
County Princess, Mrh. Topham Sabtbr. 



vn. 

Or course it does not become the present writer, 
who has partaken of the best entertainment which hia 
friends could supply, to make fun of their (somewhat 
ostentatious, as it must be confessed) hospitahty. If 
they gave a dinner beyond their means, it is no busi- 
ness of mine. I hate a man who goes and oals a 
friend's meat, and then, blabs the secrete of the ma- 
dinner again ; and, though at the close of a London 
season that seems no great loss, and you sickea of a 
white-bait as you would of a whale — yet we must al- 
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ways remember that there's another season coming, and 
hold our tflngues for the present. 

As for descrihing, then, the mere victuals on Tim- 
MiNs's table, that would be absurd. Everybody — (I 
mean of the genteel world, of course, of which I make 
no doubt the reader is a polite oraament)-^— everybody 
has the same everything in London. You see the 
same coats, the same dinners, the same boiled fowls 
and mutton, the same cutlets, fish, and cucumbers, the 
same lumps of Wenham Lake ice, ice The waiters, 
with white neck-cloths, ai-e aa like each other every- 
where as the peas which they hand round with the 
ducks of the second course. Can't any one invent any- 
thing new ? 

The only difference between Timmins's dinner and 
his neighbour's was, that ho had hired, aa we have said, 
the greater part of the plate, and that his cowardly 
conscience magnified feults and disasters of which no 
one else probably took heed. 

But EosA thought, from the supercihous air with 
which Mrs. Topham Sawyer was eyeing the plate and 
other arrangements, that she was remarking the differ- 
ence of the mpters on the forks and spoons — (which 
had, in faet, been boiTOwed &om every one of Fitzroy's 
iHends — I know, for instance, that he had my six, 
among others, and only returned five, along with a 
battered, old, black-pronged, plated abomination, which 
I have no doubt belongs to Mns. G-ashleioh, whom I 
hereby request to send back mine in exchange) — their 
guilty consciences, I say, made them fancy that every 
one was spying out their domestic deficiencies ; where- 
as, it is probable that nobody present thought of their 
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Mings at all. People never do; they never see holes 
in fteir neighbours' coats — they are too indolent, sim- 
ple, and charitable. 

Some things, however, one could not help remark- 
ing ; for instance, though FiTz is my closest fiiend, yet, 
could I avoid seeing and being amused by his perplexity 
and his dismal efforts to he facetious ? His eye wan- 
dered all round the little nxiia with quick uneasy glan- 
ces, very different from those frank and jovial looks 
with which he is accustomed to welcoine you to a leg 
of mutton ; and Rosa, from the other end of the table, 
and ove th fl w nt 1 h s, and wine-coolers, 
telegraphed h u w th ip,n 1 f Dn'esponding alarm. 
Poor devils why d d th y e e go beyond that leg of 
mutton ! 

FcHNYM N w n 1 1 11 ant m conversation, scarce- 
ly openin 1 uih pt f the pui-posea of feast- 
ing. The fact is our friend Tom Dawson was at table, 
who knew all his stories, and in his presence tlie great 
wag is always silent and uneasy. 

Fira has a very pretty wit of his own, and a good 
reputation on Circuit ; but he is timid before great peo- 
ple. And indeed the presence of that awful Lady 
Bdnsay on his right hand, was enough to damp him. 
She was in Comtmourning (for tte late Pbikob of 
Schlippem-schloppbn). She Lad on a large black fu- 
nereal turban and appurtenances, and a vast breast-plate 
of twinkling, twiddling, black bugles. No wonder a 
man could not be gay in talking to her. 

Mrs. Rowdy and Mrs. Topham Sawyer love each 
other as women do who have the same receiving nights, 
and ask the same society ; they were only separated by 
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Eanville Ranville, who ti-ies to be well with both : 
and they talked at each other across him. 

ToPHAM and Kotvdy growled out a conversation 
about Rum, Ireland, and the Navigation Laws, quite 
unfit for piint. Sawtee never speaks three words 
without mentioning the House and the Speaker. 

The Irish Peer said nothing (which was a comfort) ; 
but he at« and drank of everything which came in his 
way ; and cut his usual absurd figure in dyed whiskers 
and a yellow under-waistcoat. 

General Gulpis sported his star, and looked fat 
and florid, hut melancholy. His wife ordered away his 
dinner, just like honest Sancho's physician at Bara 

Botherby's sfoiies about Lamartinb are as old as 
the hills, since the barricades of last month ; and he 
could not get in a word or cut the slightest figure. 
And as for Tom Dawson, he was carrying on an un 
dertoned small talk with Labt Barbara St. Marv's, 
so that there was not much conversation worth record 
going on within the dining-room. 

Outside, it was different. Those houses in Lilliput 
Street are so uncommonly compact, that you can hear 
everything which takes place all over the tenement ; 
and so. 

In the awful pauses of the banquet, and the hall- 
door being furthermore open, we had the benefit of 
healing 

The cook, and the occasional coob, below stairs, ex- 
changing rapid phrases regaiding the dinner ; 

The smash of the soup-tureen, and swift descent of 
the kitchen-maid and soup-ladle down the stairs to the 
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lowei- regions. This accident created a laugh, and 
rather amused Firzitor and the company, and caused 
FoNNYMAR to Bay, bowing to Rosa, that she was mis- 
tress of herself, though China fell. But she did not 
heed him, for at tiat moment another noiae eom- 
menped, namely, that of 

The baby in the upper I'ooms, who commenced a 
series of piercing yells, which, though stopped by the 
sudden clapping to of the nui^ery-door, were only more 
dreadful to the mother when suppressed. She would 
haveg^ven a guinea to go upstairs and have done with 
the whole entertainment. 

A thundering knock came at the door very early 
after the dessert, and the poor soul took a speedy op- 
portunity of summoning the ladies to depart, though 
you may be sure it was only old Mrs. Gashlbioh, who 
had come with hor daughters — of courae the first per- 
son t« come. I saw her red gown whisking up the 
stairs, which were covered with plates and dishes, over 
which she trampled. 

Instead of having any quiet after the retreat of the 
ladies, the house was kept in a rattle, and the glasses 
jingled on the table, as the flymen and coachmen plied 
the tnocker, and the soiree came in. From my place 
I could see everything ; the guests as they arrived (I 
remarked very few carriages, mostly cabs and flies), and 
ahttlecrowd of blackguai-d boys and children, who 
were formed round the door, and gave ironical cheers 
to the folks as they stepped out of their vehicles. 

As for the evening parly, if a crowd in the dog- 
days is pleasant, poor Mas. Timmius certainly had a 
ee. You could hardly move on the stair. 
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Mrs. Sternhold broke in the banisters, aEd near- 
ly fell through. There was such a noise and chat- 
ter jou could not hear the singing of the Misa Gash- 
lETGiiB, which was no great loaa. Lady Bonoay could 
hardly get to her carriage, being entangled with Colo- 
nel Wbdqbwood in tJie passage. An, absurd attempt 
was made to get up a dance of some, kind, but before 
Mrs. CROwnBR, had got, round the roonij tlie hanging- 
lamp in the dining-room below was stove in, and fell 
with a crash on the table,now prepared for refresh- 
ment. 

Why, in fact, did the Timminbes give that party at 
all t It was quite beyond their means. They have of- 
fended a score of their old friends, and pleased none of 
their acquaintances. So angry were many who were 
not asked, that poor Rosa says she must now give a 
couple more parties and take in those not previouslym- 
vited. And I know for a fact that Fubsby's bill is not 
yet paid ; nor Bihbey and Latham's, the wine-meiv 
chants ; that the breakage and hire of glass and china 
cost ever so much money ; that every true friend of 
TiMMiNs has cried out against his absurd extravagance, 
and that now, when every one is going out of town, 
Fiiz has hardly money to pay his Circuit, much more 
to take KoaA to a watering-place, as he wished and 
promised. 

As for Mr9. Gashlbioh, the only feasible plan of 
economy which ste can sug^st, js that she should 
come and live with her. daughter and son-in-law, and 
that they should keep house together. If he agi'ces to 
this, she has a little sum at the banker's, with which she 
would not mind easing his present difficulties ; and the 
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poor wretch is so utterly bewildered and cresfrfallen 
that it is very likely he ■wili become her victim. 

The ToPHAM Sawybbs, when they go down info the 
country, will represent Fitz as a mined man irad reck- 
less prodigal ; his uncle, the attorney, from whom he 
has expectations, will most likely withdraw his busine^ 
and adopt some other member of hia family — Blanch 
CaowDER for instance, whose husbaud, the doctor, has 
had high words with poorFiTZBOY already, of eoiiraeat 
the women's instigation — and all these accumulated 
miseries fall upon the unfortunate wretch because he 
was good-natured, and hia wife would have a Little 
Dinner. 
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